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PRESS  NOTICES  ON  'BOOK  FIRST— STRING 

'"  Mr.  Hazelhurst  is  a  sonneteer  who  sings  ever^-  Morning  with 
'zest,  fluency,  and  keen  enjoyment  of  nature." — Times. 

"  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient,'  a  series  of  nearly  300  sonnets,  which 
apparentlj'  represents  only  one-fourth  of  a  collection  entitled  '  A 
Thousand  and  One  ISIornings  of  Poes}','  might  have  made  considerable 
stir  if  all  these  sonnets  had  been  written  by  a  writer  of  established 
fame.  As  it  is,  probably  hardly  any  members  of  the  general  public 
will  read  them.  A  few' passages  taken  at  random  from  the  better 
sonnets  will  show  what  a  considerable  gift  of  inspiration  the  author 
possesses." — The  Queen. 

"  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient,  or  a  thousand  and  one  mornings 
with  poesy.  Book  First,  Spring,'  by  John  Hazelhurst.  Readers 
of  modern  poetry  who  are  fond  of  the  '  sonnet's  scanty  plot  of  ground  ' 
will  find  a  distinctive  merit  in  this  initial  volume.  In  many  cases 
there  is  revealed  by  the  poet  a  sympathetic  appreciation  for  natural 
■objects  frequently 'touched  with  the  precious  gift  of  imagination." — 
Publishers'  Circular. 

"  '  Flashes  from  the  Orient.  Book  I.  Spring.'  By  John  Hazel- 
htu-st.  The  author  gives  us  a^sub-title  to  this  very  pretty  collection 
of  verse  :  '  A  Thousand  and  One  Mornings  with  Poesy.'  The 
work,  it  appears,  will  be  completed  in  four  books,  each  dealing  with 
a  season  of  the  j^ear.  The  present  work  on  Spring  consists  of  26S 
Tfcrj'^  sweetly  written  sonnets,  and  brings  us  down  to  April  8,  1906. 
The  lines  to  the  cuckoo,  which  introduce  the  work,  are  very  musical. 
Mr.  Hazelhurst's  work  is  tastefullj^  got  up,  and  would  make  a  verj- 
■charming  gift-book." — Western  Morning  News. 

"  "WTien  the  spirit  moves  him  Mr.  Hazelhurst  writes  nature- sonnets 
of  unmixed  beauty,  and,  occasionalh',  clothes  his  thoughts  on  the 
affairs  of  men  in  language  of  dignity-  and  eloquence — in  the  ordinarj' 
acceptance  of  those  terms.  We  do  not  know  what  to  make  of  INIr. 
Hazelhurst.  He  is  something  unique  in  our  literature.  We  shall 
await  his  '  Part  II.'  with  the  utmost  excitement." — Western  Daily 
Mercury. 
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SUMMER 


THE    SUN 

Sublimely  glorious  orb  ignipotent, 
Symbol  of  Deity  on  heav'n  enthroned, 
And  by  the  seraph  stars  divinely  crowned  ; 
Thy  warm  regards  on  earth's  fair  orb  are  bent, 
And  from  thy  beams  fertility  is  lent, 
Permeate  o'er  all  its  wide  circumferent  bound. 
Thy  hymnal  praises  through  all  Nature  sound : 
The  birds,  the  winds,  o'er  isle  and  continent, 
Sing  universal  praise  with  all  their  powers. 
"  The  mountains  and  the  little  hills  rejoice," 
Praise  waits  in  fragrance  of  earth's  myriad  flowers, 
Praise  waits  in  Nature's  blent  harmonious  voice, 
Praise  waits  on  God  in  man's  divinest  hours. 
Who  did  that  sun  on  ether  marv'lous  poise. 
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June  I 

Sing  to  the  Summer's  dawn,  the  month  of  flowers, 
The  carnival  of  Nature's  glorious  prime. 
My  thoughts  in  harmony  with  her  sweet  chime  : 
Sing  of  the  rose  and  lilac  scented  bowers, 
Responding  to  the  magic  of  the  showers  ; 
Bright  buttercups  emblazon  the  lush  field, 
Where  the  blue  nodding  hyacinth  is  revealed. 
And  mayflower  all  the  hedgerows  green  endowers 
With  snow-white  bloom  scenting  the  summer  breeze 
While  the  lark,   the  turtle  dove,   the  cuckoo  sing. 
And  a  myriad  singing  birds  enchant  the  trees, 
Flitting  from  tree  to  tree  on  jewelled  wing. 
Thrilling  the  glades  with  blended  symphonies 
Harmonious  of  Summer  and  of  Spring. 


SUMMER 


JUNE    FLORA 

The  glorious  procession  of  the  year 
In  youth  and  beauty  hath  again  renewed 
The  face  of  Nature,  and  her  pathway  strewed 
With  bloom  perennial,  the  snow-white  pear, 
The  plum  and  cherry  lingering  winter  dare, 
And  the  apple- blossom,  like  a  rustic  maid. 
With  fair  round  face  in  pink  and  white  arrayed, 
Waft  their  blent  perfumes  on  the  conscious  air. 

Imperial  June  her  regal  crown  puts  on 

In  golden  tresses  of  laburnum  bright, 

Lilac  and  chestnut  splendid  garments  don, 

And  the  hawthorn  waves  its  fragrant  banners  white, 

The  fields  and  wild  wood  bottoms  are  o'ergrown 

With  buttercups  which  glade  and  meadow  light. 
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EARLY    MORN    IN    JUNE 

When  on  this  bright  June  morning  I  awoke 
From  dreams  of  Angel  voices  to  the  song 
Of  blackbird,  thrush,  and  linnet's  choral  throng. 
And  with  rejoicing  haste  my  couch  forsook. 
And  through  my  open  casement  'gan  to  look, 
The  lilac  and  laburnum  greet  my  gaze, 
Where  they  their  pink  and  golden  banners  raise, 
Printing  their  message  as  on  pictured  book. 

With  Nature  sympathetic,   I  become 
A  youth  once  more,  forget  my  load  of  years : 
Old  age  is  not,  there  is  no  haunting  tomb, 
There  are  no  fates  with  fell  remorseless  shears, 
No  judgment  day,  nor  dread  hereafter  loom. 
And  banished  from  the  breast  are  haunting  fears. 


SUMMER 


THE    FLORA    AND    SONG    OF    JUNE 

How  goodly  on  June  morn  to  sally  forth 

When  the  wayside  trees  are  jubilant  with  song, 

And  revel  Nature's  honeyed  sweets  among, 

Awake  to  her  bright  recrudescent  birth, 

When  a  carpetry  of  green  enrobes  the  earth. 

When  all  the  fields  with  bluebells  are  alight, 

Like  stars  upon  the  radiant  face  of  night, 

And  the  humblest  flower  endows  with  glorious  worth 

The  violet  from  its  mossy  cushion  peeps. 

The  buttercup  emblazons  all  the  fields, 

The  loud  thrush  warbles  and  the  sparrow  cheeps. 

And  the  cuckoo's  dual  note  a  high  joy  yields, 

The  lark  to  heav'n  soaring  and  singing  leaps, 

And  almost  disappears  in  its  blue  deeps. 
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A    JUNE    IDYLL 

Petrarch  to  love  attuned  his  liquid  lyre, 
And  beauteous  Laura  formed  his  endless  theme, 
On  her  perfections  still  he  joyed  to  dream, 
Which  kindled  in  his  soul  a  votive  fire 
As  angels  might  confess  of  pure  desire. 

Nature  and  her  seductive  charms  I  sing  : 
In  opulent  June  my  heartfelt  off'rings  bring, 
Nor  in  her  consecrated  worship  tire. 

Trim  gardens  I  forsake,  the  forest  roam, 

The  wild  moors  kindling  at  the  break  of  day  ; 

Of  golden  gorse  and  ling  the  native  home. 

And  with  a  thousand  sweets  of  summer  gay, 

Or  the  limpid  streams  from  mountain  tarn  which  come, 

My  wandering  steps  till  gloaming  hour  delay. 
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THE    BUTTERFLY 

Hail  Butterfly,  thou  emblem  of  the  soul 

Of  fahled  Psyche  and  of  passion's  flame, 

Earth's  love  to  heaven's  immortal  transports  came, 

And  the  skies  may  frown  and  storms  their  thunders  roll. 

In  darkest  hour  'tis  potent  to  console. 
The  labouring  bees  toil  on  their  ceaseless  task  ; 
The  butterflies  in  sunshine's  fervours  bask, 
And  love  reigns  paramount  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  cold  breast  of  the  Greenlander  it  fires, 

It  lights  a  conflagration  in  the  breast 

Of  him  who  'neath  a  southern  sun  perspires  : 

In  the  lily  soul  of  innocence  doth  rest  : 

It  tunes  of  Poesy  the  hundred  lyres, 

And  the  crowning  theme  of  storv  is  confest. 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


SUMMER    MORNING 

How  sweet  the  summer  morning's  earliest  breath, 

Laden  with  posied  fragrance  of  the  hay, 

White  elderberry,  briar  rose,  and  the  may, 

How  beautifully  the  pearly  blossoms  wreathe 

Their  loving  tendrils  round  the  thorn-barbed  hedge  ! 

How  exquisite  the  anthem  of  the  breeze. 

And  the  droning  murmur  of  the  labouring  bees  ! 

How  beautiful  the  iris-blossom' d  sedge. 

By  pool  or  river  where  the  lotus  sleeps, 

Its  wax-white  flowers,   its  broad  green  leaves  displayed 

Prone  on  the  surface  of  the  stagnant  deeps. 

Beneath  the  willow's  arborescent  shade, 

From  whose  still  marge  the  timid  rodent  peeps 

Or,  startled,  o'er  the  surface  scuds  dismayed. 
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EARLY    MORNING 

How  beautiful  the  hush  of  summer  morn, 

When  the  birds  have  ceased  their  ceaseless  roundelay 

Except  for  chattering  pipe  of  chafi&nch  gay, 

How  beautiful  the  garb  by  summer  worn, 

Pranked  with  a  thousand  flowers  the  earing  corn. 

How  beautiful  is  the  savannah  wide, 

Or  field  of  flower-flecked  herbage,  where  abide 

The  sleek  somnolent  kine — how  sweet  the  hay, 

Intoxicating  e'en  the  sober  breeze ; 

Silence  itself  is  vocal  in  the  air, 

Which  whispers  through  the  ever  whispering  trees, 

And  the  humming  bees  attune  soft  murmurs  there. 

What  treasures  in  the  early  morn  one  sees, 
Mingling  with  ours  Nature's  harmonious  prayer. 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


THE    BRAMBLE    AND    WILLOW    HERB 

Now  the  Bramble  flower  illuminates  the  lanes, 
And  the  Willow  Herb  the  banks  of  rippling  brooks, 
And  on  the  moors  where'er  the  glad  eye  looks 
The  heather  in  its  purple  beauty  reigns  ; 
And  th'  bracken  in  the  bosky  dells  maintains 
In  mist  and  moisture  'mid  sequestered  nooks 
A  preference  o'er  savants'  musty  books  ; 
For  Nature's  wisdom  there  the  student  gains. 

Sweet  visions  of  Glen  May,  Glen  Helen  rise, 

And  a  hundred  other  dearly  memoried  dales, 

Where  a  chattering  brook  round  bends  and  boulders  hies, 

Or  to  remoter  lands  my  pinnace  sails,  • 

And  distant  continents  and  islands  hails, 

To  bask  in  warmer  climes,  'neath  sunnier  skies. 


TO 


SUMMER 


June 

A  NORTH-EAST  wind  in  with'ring  blight  prevails, 

And  the  opulence  and  warmth  of  June  are  fled, 

The  leaves  are  withered  on  the  trees,  and  shed 

About  the  pathway,   and  fierce  wintry  gales 

Come  and  depart,  and  Sol's  heat  signally  fail?. 

Fears  verging  on  despair  assail  the  breast 

Of  th'  gardener,  when  from  the  humid  west 

The  all-reviving  rain  he  joyous  hails  ; 

The  fertilising  showers  reviving  fall, 

The  clouds  disperse,  the  south  winds  breathe  once  more, 

The  sun  shines  forth,  the  glorious  miracle 

Of  Nature  floods  the  laughing  landscape  o'er, 

It  doth  to  life  the  withered  flowers  recall, 

And  the  lustre  of  the  garden  beds  restore. 
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JUNE    IDYL 

June — beauteous  June — from  the  spouse  of  heavenly  Jove 

Thy  name  derived  in  opulent  charms  arrayed, 

Thou  art  the  month  of  warmth  and  bounteous  shade, 

Of  leaf  and  flower  irradiated  grove. 

Thou  art  a  sweet  impersonated  love 

In  thy  redundant  splendours.     Beauty's  eye 

Sheds  her  irradiations  o'er  the  sky. 

Her  charms  intoxicate  where'er  I  rove; 

Though  oft  dark  clouds  may  hide  her  luminous  smile, 

And  copious  deluges  of  rain  descend. 

Her  after  radiances  more  beguile 

And  smiles  and  tears  for  greater  joyance  blend. 

So  over  verdant  continent  and  isle 

I  worship  her  where'er  my  footsteps  wend. 
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SUMMER 


June 

Each  morning  hath  its  matin,  and  each  eve 

Its  vesper  in  the  summer's  glorious  time; 

Before  the  rising  sun  heaven's  dome  doth  climb, 

The  birds  their  downy  nests  rejoicing  leave ; 

Like  them  I  would  a  l\Tic  garland  weave, 

With  the  exuberant  throstle  loud  and  gay, 

Or  at  the  pensive  close  of  lingering  day, 

The  blackbird  chants  and  th'  nightingale  doth  grieve, 

In  melancholy  Penseroso  strains  ; 

And  my  heart  takes  up  with  her  its  load  of  care. 

But  somewhat  of  rejoicing  my  song  gains. 

As  fancy  flights  in  fairy-land  I  dare. 

While  th'  skylark's  song  from  heaven's  high  concave  rains 

And  floods  of  Nature's  music  fill  the  air. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


JUNE:     EARLY    MORNING 

How  beautiful  the  tall  umbrageous  trees 
Which  Nature  interposes  to  the  ray 
Of  the  too  ardent,  too  assertive  day 
In  summer's  glorious  zenith,  when  one  sees 
The  sunshine  blaze  too  early  in  the  room 
Where  sleep  enthralls  our  senses,  and  the  light, 
Uncurtained,  dissipates  the  dreams  of  night : 
That  light  which  doth  the  waking  world  illume 
Of  early  sunrise,  when  somnolence  craves 
The  soft  indulgence  of  protracted  doze. 
And  indolence  no  longer  duty  braves  : 
Its  call  is  heard,  the  leaden  eyes  unclose, 
The  relaxed  form  in  bracing  water  laves, 
And  th'  invigorated  man  to  labour  goes. 


SUMMER 


June 

The  copious  rain  on  summer's  threshold  pours 
Its  welcome  fall  to  the  receptive  earth, 
Which  it  reclaims  from  dreaded  sterile  dearth, 
And  ample  moisture  for  warm  summer  stores. 

The  permeating  roots  shall  drink  and  live, 
Enriching  drooping  produce  of  the  field. 
In  promise  of  rich  autumn's  bounteous  yield, 
Till  of  its  bounties  rich  and  poor  receive. 

So  Flora's  beauteous  empire  tribute  brings. 
The  op'ning  buds  will  laugh  with  flowers  bright 
In  dazzling  splendour,  while  their  perfume  flings 
O'er  other  sense  soft  billows  of  delight, 
While  a  minstrel  choir  all  day  harmonious  sings, 
And  one  sweet  soloist  enchants  the  night. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


MIDSUMMER 

Summer  in  tropical  o'erpowering  heat 
Flames  from  warm  southern  oriental  climes 
Or  west  savannahs.     Now  the  soft  wind  chimes 
A  lullaby  and  wafts  the  mingled  sweet 
Of  myriad  flowers  around  our  lagging  feet : 
The  wild  briar  in  the  lane,  the  garden's  rose, 
Each  o'er  its  realm  a  magic  glamour  throws, 
And  pulsing  joys  in  glen  and  garden  beat. 

Though  th'  birds  have  hushed  their  songs,  the  zephyrs  sigh, 

The  murmur  of  a  myriad  bees  is  heard, 

On  the  warm  billows  flits  the  butterfly, 

The  summer  silence  with  low  hum  is  stirred 

Of  winged  joys,  at  evening  though  they  die 

Or  fall  a  destined  prey  to  fateful  bird. 
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SUMMER 


COLD    RAINY    WEATHER 

Th'  inclement  coldly  drenching  rain  of  June, 
While  bounteous  and  welcome  to  the  field, 
Doth  to  its  denizens  no  solace  yield. 
But  is  to  them  awry  and  out  of  tune. 

See  that  unclothed  and  shivering  flock  of  sheep, 
That  group  of  cattle,  and  those  steeds  forlorn — 
A  melancholy  look  by  all  is  worn. 
Their  dripping  coats,  their  eyes  in  silence  weep, 
To  the  leeward  hedge  they  cling  in  huddled  mass, 
Nor  crop  the  juicy  herbage  at  their  feet, 
While  song-birds  in  their  nests  the  noonday  pass, 
Nor  charm  the  morn  and  eve  their  voices  sweet ; 
But  soon  as  sunshine  shall  the  miurk  replace, 
Their  songs  v.-ith  added  sweetness  they  repeat. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


JUNE    IDYL 

The  red  and  white  of  beauty's  face  divine 

I  see  in  the  cultivated  hawthorn  bloom, 

And  the  fragrance  of  her  breath  in  its  perfume, 

And  her  locks  in  th'  golden  chain  resplendent  shine, 

Till  almost  in  symbolic  love  I  pine. 

How  Junoesque  is  the  resplendent  charm 

Of  Nature  as  on  Rubens'  canvas  warm, 

Where  beauties  glow  Nature  surpassing  thine. 

Flora  personified  or  Ceres  fair, 

I  see  as  in  those  galleries  of  art, 

Immortal  waving  their  resplendent  hair 

Which  moves  to  mimic  love  the  coldest  heart, 

As  to  that  miracle  of  sculpture  where 

Th'  creator  felt  of  love  the  conscious  smart. 
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SUMMER 


How  beautifu]  the  sunshine  after  rain  : 

The  sun  ascends  into  a  turquoise  sky, 

The  lark  aspires  and  sings  at  heaven's  gate  high, 

The  vocal  woods  in  forest  field  and  lane 

Fill  the  resplendency  with  jocund  song; 

The  thrush  at  morn,  the  blackbird  in  the  eve, 

The  nightingales  at  pensive  gloaming  grieve, 

Singing  the  choiring  stars  of  heaven  among. 

Nor  birds  alone  in  th'  blushing  early  morn  : 

The  lush  hedge  bottoms  gleam  with  diamond  dew 

Bright  crystals  the  expanding  rose  adorn, 

And  the  drooping  flowers  their  lustre  all  renew; 

The  earing  wheat  gives  promise  of  the  corn 

Rippling  in  lustrous  prophecy  to  view. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


June  2 

The  curtains  of  the  Spring  a  moment  drawn, 
Summer  peeps  through  with  swift  elusive  gleam; 
That  it  has  come  to  stay  we  fondly  deem. 
'Twas  not  broad  day,  only  the  glimpse  of  dawn. 
With  clamorous  song  with  dazzling  lights  array, 
And  multitude  of  Summer's  garlands  gay. 
From  rose  divine  to  daisy  on  the  lawn, 
Crowned  with  effulgency  of  hawthorn  may. 

For  rain  returns,  the  bleak  wind  northward  veers, 
The  roses  wither  on  their  drooping  stalks, 
But  faith  exulting  dries  doubt's  trembling  tears, 
And  though  untimely  bloom  bestrew  the  walks, 
In  autumn  on  the  bending  branch  appears 
The  ripened  fruit  to  th'  solace  of  our  cares. 


SUMMER 


June  3 

June  with  fair  summer  in  her  pride  appears, 

Enrobed  in  greener}'  magniiicent, 

Where  rose  and  may  are  gloriously  blent, 

White  lines  and  fairy  domes  the  hedgerow  bears, 

While  th'  garden  summer's  crown  the  red  rose  wears, 

The  heavens  in  smiles  cerulean  are  bent, 

And  th'  soul  rejoices  in  its  full  content, 

And  th'  music  of  the  grove  enchants  our  ears. 

The  visitants  from  southern  climes  and  all 

Our  dear  home  dwellers,  never  given  to  roam, 

With  concerts  blended  in  full  chorus  call 

Our  vagrant  thoughts  and  anchor  them  to  home. 

Spring's  dawn,  and  summer's  noon,  and  autumn's  fall 

Successive  in  their  gracious  sequence  come. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


June  4 

The  balmy  breath  of  summer  softly  blows, 
O'er  fields  of  clover  rifiing  their  perfumes, 
O'er  lilac  bowers  wafting  to  our  rooms 
Their  fragrance  with  the  incense  of  the  rose. 

Th'  arcadian  alleys  of  the  woods  disclose 
Processions  of  the  primrose  and  bluebell, 
Or  hyacinth  whose  ranks  the  cowslips  swell, 
Where  nodding  fern  to  twilight  distance  grows. 

'Tis  but  the  summer's  dawn :  the  vocal  groves 
Are  jubilant  with  song  of  th'  feathered  choirs; 
The  bird  from  equatorial  climes  who  roves, 
Mingles  its  minstrelsy  with  native  lyres  : 
So  the  Merle  whose  dulcet  lay  the  listener  loves. 
With  the  willow-warbler  fills  our  hearts'  desires. 


SUMMER 

THE    WILD    HYACINTH    OR    BLUEBELL 

June  4 

'Tis  the  carnival  of  the  Bluebell  of  the  woods, 

Ubiquitous  where  the  oak  and  birch  trees  grow, 

In  carpetry  of  their  deep  shades  below ; 

The  squirrel  through  their  bowery  arcades  scuds, 

The  roving  children  from  the  cities  know 

The  time  of  their  appearing,   and  they  go 

In  merry  though  marauding  multitudes. 

But  the  flow'rs  a  gentle  influence  shed  around 
The  sordid  home  by  street  and  factory  pent, 
And  make  the  joyless  home  a  holy  ground, 
And  o'er  the  rooms  shed  halo  of  content; 
And  those  Bluebells  are  happy  to  be  rent 
From  their  bleeding  stems,  rejoicing  in  the  wound, 
And  still  bloom  on  in  a  foreign  element. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE   ORIENT 


June  5 

Summer  in  proud  effulgence  of  delight 
Now  crowns  the  year  with  diadem  of  flowers, 
Their  rich  mosaic  pranks  the  fields  and  bowers  ; 
The  golden  buttercup,  the  hawthorn  white, 
The  bluebell  in  the  coppice  glad  the  sight, 
The  cowslip  the  wild  wood  with  bloom  endowers, 
And  beauty  consecrates  the  shining  hours, 
And  field  and  wood  with  bravery  are  dight. 

The  birds  from  southern  climes  our  home  birds  meet, 
Contest  the  palm  of  song  with  throstle  gay, 
Or  the  blackbird  and  the  nightingale  compete 
In  the  twilight  or  the  gloaming  of  the  day, 
Making  the  sweetness  still  more  dulcet  sweet, 
Enriching  song  with  oriental  lay. 
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SUMMER 


June  6 

The  time  is  now  when  the  lizard  lives,  and  th'  mole 

Extends  its  galleries  of  strange  device, 

And  the  warm  zephyrs  honey  bees  entice 

To  quit  their  cells,   each  blossom  sweet  to  toll, 

Or  rifle  of  its  treasury  of  sweets  ; 

And  gnats  float  on  the  sunbeam,   and  the  fly 

Its  droning  trumpet  winds  in  glowing  sky. 

And  th'  warm  wind  in  whispering  rapture  beats. 

How  beautiful  in  hush  of  eve  to  sit 

In  rose-twined  bower,  or  pace  the  velvet  lawn, 

When  golden  fires  in  the  rosy  west  are  lit, 

And  the  curtains  of  departing  day  are  drawn, 

While  the  swallows  'thwart  the  gloaming  concave  flit 

On  silent  wing  at  eve  or  vocal  dawn. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 

EVENING 

June  6 

A  SUMMER  evening  when  the  sun  is  low 

And  fires  the  coppice  trees  with  radiance  bright, 

Subdued  and  languorous  the  evening  light 

Above  that  magical  fast-fading  glow, 

The  dome  of  heaven  doth  opalescent  grow, 

With  tender  pearly  greys  and  greens  subdued, 

O'er  whose  expanse  white  cirrus  clouds  are  strewed, 

In  calm  suspension  motionless  to  sight. 

Attuned  to  the  solemnity  of  eve, 
The  birds  their  vesper  caroling  pour  forth, 
For  another  vanished  day  appear  to  grieve 
In  pensive  warblings  over  dark'ning  earth. 
And  the  swallows  swift  aerial  circles  weave, 
And  east  and  west  in  viewless  chains  engirth. 
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SUMMER 


EVENING 

The  sunny  summer  day  has  ceased  to  shine. 
From  East  to  West  stealthily  darkness  creeps, 
Somnolent  sUence  all  creation  steeps, 
Only  in  fitful  bursts  the  thrush  gives  sign 
Of  wakefiilness  in  evening's  slow  dechne; 
No  breath  of  wind  ruffles  the  woodland  deeps. 
That  rosy  cloud  on  the  western  heavens  sleeps, 
And  magic  splendour  bathes  th'  horizon's  line. 

One  only  bird  sings  in  the  thicket  near, 

Sleep  casts  its  mystic  spell  upon  the  groves, 

In  silence  the  swift  swallow  cleaves  heaven's  sphere 

It  is  the  blissful  hovu:  the  dreamer  loves, 

When  the  songs  from  other  days  he  seems  to  hear, 

Blended  with  Philomela's  and  the  dove's. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


THE    SKYLARK 

An  opalescent  mist  enshrouds  the  morn 
In  dreamy  ecstasy  of  languorous  heat, 
The  fragrance  from  the  summer  flowers  how  sweet, 
A  myriad  buttercups  the  fields  adorn ; 
The  Lark  springs  from  its  nest  amid  the  corn, 
Singing  and  soaring  on  its  spiral  way 
Into  the  bright  effulgence  of  the  day ; 
The  white  clouds  with  responsive  tremor  beat  : 

To  high  seraphic  heights  the  glad  voice  soars, 

Hard  on  the  confines  of  celestial  day, 

Its  triumph  song  in  ear  of  angels  pours. 

Though  not  in  Heaven,  half  on  Heaven's  shining  way. 

With  it  in  fancy's  eye  I  glimpse  Heaven's  doors, 

And  for  "  abundant  entrance  "  there  I  pray. 
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SUMMER 


THE    GLOIRE    DE    DIJON    ROSE 

June  J.   1906 

Gloire  de  Dijon,  summer's  pride  art  thou, 

And  crown  of  Nature's  floral  diadem. 

How  beautiful  on  thy  prehensile  stem, 

On  th'  garden  trellis  thou  dost  fragrant  grow ; 

And  rhododendron  doth  the  shades  endow, 

With  opulent  splendour,   and  o'er  sun- warm  beds 

The  peony  its  crimson  glory  sheds 

And  stonecrop  gilds  the  rock  with  golden  glow. 

But  Laburnum  still  prolongs  her  dazzling  reign. 
And  the  garden-hawthorn's  crimson  bushes  tower. 
I   quit  the  garden,   thread  the  flowery  lane. 
Its  arcades  on  my  path  white  petals  shower 
From  the  ma\-flower  bloom  in  this  its  tropic  hour, 
And  the  kingcup  gilds  with  beaten  gold  the  plain. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


June  7 

How  soothing  is  the  calm  resplendent  morn 
On  a  summer's  opening  day  when  the  sun  is  low 
And  an  opalescent  mist  tempers  his  glow  ; 
But  yet  the  bee  winds  its  somnolent  horn, 
And  th'  gay  lark  quits  its  nest  amid  the  corn  : 
The  lazy  wind  in  soft  warm  gusts  doth  blow, 
Afield  the  labourers  the  lush  grass  mow  : 
How  good  a  thing  it  is  to  have  been  born ! 

The  clamour  of  the  groves  is  hushed  and  still. 
Only  the  blackbird's  silvern  pipe  is  heard, 
The  shepherd's  bugle  horn  from  yon  green  hill. 
And  the  collie's  bark  come  pealing  o'er  the  sward, 
Flora  with  flowers  her  brimming  horn  doth  fill. 
And  with  delight  the  fragrant  air  is  stirred. 
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SUMMER 


THE    GARDEN    WARBLER 

Hail  modest  songster,   Garden  Warbler  hail  ! 

From  Afric's  shores  a  welcome  visitant, 

Xot  in  loud  emulation  dost  thou  vaunt, 

In  rivalry  with  ousel,  lark,   or  thrush. 

Though  thou  dost  haunt  the  thicket,   grove,  or  bush. 

Or  garden  borders,  or  the  wooded  vale, 

But  oft  thou  with  th'  unsleeping  nightingale 

Awak'st  with  harmony  the  midnight  hush  ; 

A  sweet  duet,  the  bulbul's  soft  and  low, 

Thine  with  a  note  of  joyousness  and  cheer, 

Full  oft  when  th'  moon  in  silvery  light  doth  glow, 

Your  blended  mellow  symphonies  I  hear. 

All  silent  else,  like  human  joy  and  woe, 

Whiles  listening  we  rejoice,  whiles  shed  a  tear. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


June  lo 

The  golden  butterfly  is  on  the  wing, 

Emblem  and  offspring  of  warm  summer's  heat. 

And  the  bees  roam  busily  from  sweet  to  sweet 

Though  the  tireless  thrush  has  ceased  almost  to  sinj 

And  the  blackbird  is  but  rarely  warbling; 

In  throbbing  fervour  the  warm  sun-shafts  beat 

Around  perspiring  brow  and  faltering  feet, 

And  the  lark  refrains  from  dewy  nest  to  spring. 

The  willow  herb  and  meadowsweet  adorn 

The  water- courses  and  dank  marsh  enshade, 

While  the  mayflower  glorifies  the  hedgerow  thorn, 

And  the  wheat  ear  bursts  the  gently  opening  blade ; 

The  mowers  are  abroad  at  early  morn. 

And  the  lush  grass  with  scythe  is  prostrate  laid. 
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SUMMER 

THE    GUELDER    ROSE 

June   II 

The  Guelder  Rose  illuminates  the  grove 
With  its  white  wonder  of  majestic  bloom, 
Though  destitute  of  th'  mayflower's  sweet  perfume, 
And  though  of  humbler  presence,  doth  approv^e, 
By  alluring  graciousness  of  charm  to  love, 
It  and  the  rambler  white  and  red- rose  come. 
And  peony  the  garden  groves  illume, 
In  splendour  of  all  Flora's  train  above. 

If  the  joyous  thrush  abates  its  merry  song. 

The  garden  warblers  of  th'   Orient  sing 

The  wood  notes  wild  of  British  birds  among, 

Sweetly  if  strangely  welcome  warbling; 

And  the  blackcap's  imitative  bars  and  strong, 

Perplex  with  th'  ousel's  softly  silvery  ring. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 

A    COLD    WAVE 

June  13 

A  CRISP  cool  summer  morn,  a  caller  breeze 

Tempers  the  sultry  heat  which  yesterday 

On  throbbing  brow  with  tropic  warmth  did  play 

It  harps  a  morning  hymn  amid  the  trees, 

Where  the  birds  trill  forth  their  matin  litanies. 

Oppression  gone,  I  walk  forth  light  and  gay, 

Beneath  arcadian  flower- besprinkled  way 

Of  mayflowers'  withered  pearl-white  carpetries. 

How  swiftly  fade  the  flowers  of  summer  bright  ! 
The  rose  is  here — it  withers  while  I  gaze; 
How  short  a  time  the  chestnut  cones  delight, 
How  short  a  time  laburnum's  blossoms  blaze, 
Gone  is  the  heat  wave  with  warm  billows  dight, 
Soon  summer  merges  in  autumnal  days. 
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SUMMER 

THE    BLOSSOMING    OF    THE    ROSE 

Jime  15 

The  tassels  of  the  giant  sycamore 

Droop  from  the  shelter  of  their  tremulous  leaves, 

Where  the  hawthorn  o'er  its  withered  treasury  grieves 

And  the  chestnut  at  our  feet  sheds  its  bright  store  ; 

Laburnum  blooms  carpet  the  pathway  floor, 

The  bounteous  rain  showers  swell  the  rose  tree  buds, 

Which  blossom  forth  in  fragrant  multitudes 

On  wall  and  trellis  and  wide  garden  o'er. 

Now  the  red  poppy  decks  the  garden  gay, 

And  the  warm  sunshine,  following  soft  showers. 

Charms  into  blossom  every  budding  spray 

And  hangs  with  garlands  all  the  clustering  bowers. 

Each  chaliced  flower  cup  bids  the  raindrops  stay, 

Distilling  honey  sweet  which  them  endowers. 


35 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


THE    WHITETHROAT 

Where'er  I  wander  o'er  the  gorse-clad  moor, 

The  nest  of  the  whitethroat  in  thick  bushes  peeps, 

Or  'mid  the  undergrowth  of  th'  woodland  deeps, 

Though  like  the  lark  it  doth  not  heavenward  soar, 

In  mid- air  flight  its  rich  notes  rippling  pour. 

In  June  while  wandering  o'er  the  tussock ed  downs. 

Which  golden  gorse  with  green  whin  beauteous  crowns, 

We  hear  its  mellow  operatic  score, 

Distinguishable  from  the  blended  lay 

Of  our  home-keeping  songsters  of  the  woods, 

Trilling  responsive  song  on  flowery  spray. 

The  whitethroat  perching  sings,  or  singing  scuds, 

From  tree  to  bush,  enticing  us  away 

From  neighbourhood  of  danger  menaced  broods. 
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SUMMER 

A    MORNING    AFTER    RAIN 

June   17 

The  morning  after  rain  in  summer-time, 
When  southern  breezes  fan  the  heated  brow, 
Doth  with  a  rapt  delight  the  soul  endow, 
^lore  merry,  full,  and  joyous  is  the  chime 
Of  birds  from  many  a  blossom- covered  bough. 
Blooming  in  fairer  efflorescence  now — 
Truly  Old  England  is  earth's  fairest  clime. 

Procession  sweet  of  warmth  and  rain  and  wind 

Marks  the  bright  summer  with  soft  dulcet  change 

From  St.  Mary's  Tsle  to  th'  Grampian's  mountain  rang=' 

And  doth  her  children  in  love's  shackles  bind 

And  fond  remembrance,   (fortune  e'er  so  kind). 

Be  his,  however  beautiful  and  strange 

Those  far-off  lands  which  of  sweet  home  remind. 
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June  1 8 

Hail  !    glorious  summer,  bathed  in  radiant  light, 
The  morning  dawns  on  an  enchanted  scene. 
Hill,  field,  and  wood  are  decked  in  living  green, 
In  verdure  of  the  deepest  emerald  dight, 
But  restful  and  refreshing  to  the  sight  ; 
Languor  oppresses  all  the  body's  powers. 
Languor  subdues  the  chorus  of  the  bowers, 
Languor  the  lark  stays  from  aerial  flight. 
The  rowan,  chestnut,  mayflower  shed  their  bloom, 
But  elder  now  illuminates  the  vale, 
And  peafiower  wafts  abroad  its  sweet  perfume. 
On  the  honeysuckle-scented  summer  gale  : 
Summer  in  flowers  and  fragrances  hath  come 
Writing  with  sunbeams  Nature's  magic  tale. 


38 


SUMMER 


June  19 

How  exquisite  the  breath  of  heaven  benign, 

On  a  summer  morning  after  welcome  rain, 

When  a  caller  air  whispers  along  the  lane, 

Exhilarating  more  than  amber  wine  ; 

How  lustrous  is  the  mellow  warm  sunshine, 

How  diamond  bright  the  dew-sprent  glistening  plain ; 

After  the  sultry  heat  we  live  again, 

And  we  list,  sweet  lark,  to  that  glad  song  of  thine. 

The  merle  and  throstle,  finch  and  whitethroat,  sing, 
The  raindrops  sparkle  in  the  rose's  cup, 
The  murmuring  honey  bees  are  on  the  wing, 
Where  the  tassels  of  the  flowering  lindens  droop, 
And  Pomona  doth  her  gushing  first-fruits  bring. 
On  the  cherry  tree  in  many  a  clustering  loop. 
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June  24 

Midsummer  morning,  gloriously  bright, 
Ineffably  sweet  the  fragrance  from  the  fields, 
And  gardens  where  the  rose  its  offering  yields 
At  Nature's  shrine,  translucent  is  the  light, 
Radiant  to  crown  of  yon  spar  glittering  height. 
In  tremulous  waves  the  breeze  creeps  o'er  the  plain. 
Waving  with  wheat,  soon  to  be  golden  grain. 
And  the  mowers  on  the  meadows  glad  the  sight. 

The  chaffinch  solus  sings  at  early  morn, 

The  groves  are  silent  save  for  th'  ringdove's  coo, 

Or  the  throstle's  of  its  merry  fullness  shorn, 

And  bees  and  butterflies  the  quest  pursue, 

'Mid  numberless  flowers  the  gardens  which  adorn 

Of  sweets  which  chaliced  flowers  daily  renew. 
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THE    WILLOW    WARBLER 

Familiar  visitant  to  Britain's  shores, 
Thy  "  wood  notes  wild  "  are  heard  in  April  time, 
Before  the  whitethroat's  and  the  blackcap's  chime ; 
Nor  by  the  river  side  thy  soft  song  pours 
Alone.     Thou  dost  not  fear  sometimes  to  come 
Building  and  singing  near  our  rural  home, 
Low  on  the  furze  or  the  tall  rowan  climb, 
And  sweet  and  merry  as  the  finch  thy  scores. 

How    pleasant    at    day's    dawn    or    eve's    soft    hour, 
To  list  thee  rivalling  the  blackbird's  lay, 
Or  blending  with   the  thrush's  loud  essay, 
Or  with   the  linnet's  song  in  mimic  shower. 
Or  chaffinch  trilling  on  the  hawthorn's  spray, 
In  June  when  song  resounds  from  leafy  bower. 
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June  25 

How  passing  sweet  the  fragrance  of  the  field, 

Where  the  peaflower  and  the  clover  bounteous  bloom  ! 

What  dazzling  splendours  in  the  meadows  blaze. 

In  the  golden  charlock  'neath  the  sun's  bright  rays, 

And  which  intoxicating  honey  yield 

To  the  bees  whose  murmurs  filter  through  the  vale ! 

And  the  butterflies  amid  their  glamours  sail, 

And  the  briar  rose  from  the  hedgerows  wafts  perfume, 

Pink  petalled  with  a  central  heart  of  gold. 

Blooms  twining  with  the  nightshade's  purple  bell; 

So  the  lanes  and  fields  new  treasuries  unfold, 

And  Flora's  flowery  bright  procession  swell, 

Adorning  hill  and  vale  and  gorse-sprent  wold, 

With  boundless  stores  of  sweets  ineffable. 
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THE    GERMANDER    SPEEDWELL 

June  26 

Germander  Speedwell  (Eyebright),   thee  I  sing, 

Emblazoning  the  lanes  with  Heaven's  own  blue, 

Dear  to  the  soul,    and  gladsome  to  the  view, 

A  fuller  note  of  summer  thou  dost  bring, 

On  every  lane-side  brightly  clustering, 

Fragile  yet  beautiful   as  diamond  dew 

In  the  rose's  chalice  when  the  day  is  new, 

Or  like   the   firefly  s   iridescent   wing. 

How  oft   has  the  plucked  posy  from   your  store 
Withered  in  the  warm  hand  of  roaming  child. 
When  full  of  singing  joy  it  wanders  o'er 
The  flowery  fields   and  lanes   in  rapture  wild; 
So  fades  joy's   fragile  blossom,   never  more 
From  the  withering  of  its  blight  to  be  beguiled. 
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June  30 

When  the  peaflower  blossom  loads  the  breath  of  morn 

With  odoriferous  sweets  in  summer  time, 

When  its  fragrant   tassels  flutter  from  the  lime, 

And  the  roses  all  the  garden  beds  adorn  ; 

When  dazzling  green  the  robe  by  Nature  worn. 

When  th'  sun  to  zenith's  topmost  height  doth  climb, 

And  music  of  the  grove  hath  ceased  to  chime. 

Save  th'   cushat's  note  from  far-off  thicket  borne  ; 

When  a  lotus  languor  quells  the  merry  thrush, 

And  the  blackbird  only  at  the  break  of  day, 

Or  in  of  eve  the  calm  and  solemn  hush, 

Is  heard  in  dreamy  meditative  lay. 

When  the  swish  of  scythe  is  heard  through  meadows  lush, 

The  village  maidens  sing  amid  the  hay. 
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SUMMER    IDYL 

June 

'■'  Soul  of  sv/eet  song  awake  "   at  early  morn, 

When  every  spray  is  vocal  with  the  choir 

Of  melody  which  doth  to  heaven  aspire, 

From  bush  and  tree  and  the  green  rippling  corn 

Another  day  of  song  and  joy  is  born. 

How  fragrant  the  crisp  breeze  laden  with  sound, 

How  brisk  th'   activity  which  frolics  round, 

How  beautiful  the  burnished  plumage  worn 

By  myriad  birds — the  robin's  ruddy  breast, 

The  blackbird  like  a  sober  vestmred  clerk, 

The   thrush    attired   in   brown    and   speckled    vest. 

The  goldfinch  from  the  sun  a  flashing  spark — 

Rapture  in  the  harmonious  choir  contest. 

Carolling  in  the   air  from  dawn  to  dark. 
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SUMMER    IDYL 

June 

June  with  her  crown  imperial  of  flowers, 
And  leafage  multitudinous  of  shade, 
Hath  all  her  bannered  pomp  in  pride  arrayed, 
And  in  her  suite  marshalled  the  sunny  hours 
In  willing  service  to  her  sovran  powers. 
Th'   expanding  day  with  mitigated  heat 
Plays  round  our  heads  in  breezes  balmy  sweet, 
And  fills  with  fragrance  the  cool  garden  bowers. 

June,  glorious  June,  thy  sovran  reign  I  sing. 
In  sun  and  shade  beneficent  and  bright. 
The  tender  graces  of  the  caller  spring, 
And  sultry  summer  with  its  warm  delight, 
While  still  th'  effulgent  glades  with  music  ring. 
And  all  is  green  and  vernal  to  the  sight. 


SUMMER 


MIDSUMMER 

Summer  is  here,   and  all  the  laughing  hours 
Are  radiant  with  the  gladness  of  the  day, 
Exulting  in  the  sun's  perfervid  ray, 
Fruition  of  Spring's  fertilising  showers. 
The  sun   asserts  his   high  solstitial  powers ; 
The  swish  of  scythes  is  heard  in  meadows  wide, 
The  rake  and  fork  by  merry  maids  are  plied, 
And  a  fragrant  edifice  to  heaven  towers. 

The  wheat  is  in   the   ear,'^he  hind  surveys 
His  acres  widening  to  th'   horizon's  sweep  ; 
How    melting    warm    the    precious    shining    days, 
What  festivals  of  joy  the  song-birds  keep. 
At  morn  and  eve  singing  with  joyance  gay. 
Resounding  from  the  fields  and  woodlands  deep ! 
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CHANTICLEER 

Hail,   Chanticleer  !  Thy  raucous,  harsh  refrain, 

Though  all  devoid  of  music  to  the  ear, 

Hath  still  a  charmful  sound  which  doth  endear 

Sweet  memories  of  the  farmyard  and  the  lane 

And  rural  joys  that  visit  us  again  : 

That  summer  when  fair  Brighton  favoured  not, 

The  joyous  month  spent  in  a  rose- crowned  cot. 

Thy  raucous  cry   I   held  not   in   disdain, 

The  picnic  in  the  wo^s,  the  mountain  stream, 

The  tarn  amid  the  hills  haunted  of  carp, 

The  river  on  whose  banks  I  loved  to  dream. 

The  ancient  minstrel's  weirdly  strumming  harp, 

The  fare  of  honey  and  delicious   cream, 

The  cooling  drink  of  mead  or  cider  sharp. 
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EVENING 

Natheless  its  beauty  at  the  set  of  day, 
A  melancholy  marks  the  evening  hour, 
The  mem'ry   of   another   wasted   dower, 
Of  time  misspent   or  idled  all  away, 
Where  no  good  deeds  their  solaces  display. 
So  folly  doth  time's  priceless  pearls  devour. 
And  death  seems  in  that  lurid  sky  to  lower, 
And  in  a  whispered  "  still  small  voice  "  doth  say, 
"  Redeem  the  time,"  let  every  moment  write 
Its  history  of  achievement,   of  good  done. 
So  that  each  evening's  eclipse  of  light — 
So  that  each  august  setting  of  the  sun — 
May  mark  a  triumph  o'er  temptation's  might, 
A  good  performed,   a  golden  victory  won. 
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THE    BIRDS 

The  birds,   those  denizens  of  earth   and   air, 

Are  links  of  the  Divine  with  human   found, 

The  habitants  of  earth's  inferior  ground. 

And  the  Heavens  above.     How  exquisitely  fair 

Their  pinions  therewith  scaling  Heaven's  vast  height. 

Till,  lost  beyond  the  clouds  and  stars  to  sight, 

Only  their  voices  softly  warbling  there, 

So  seem  angelic  chants  from  Heaven  to  sound  ! 

Fancy  invests  those  fair  celestial  sprites 

With  wings  to  journey  to  and  fro  the  skies ; 

So  earth  its  denizens  with  Heaven's  unites 

Vicariously  and  th'  unfettered  spirits  rise. 

And  fancy  birds  with   angels'   pinions  dights 

Or  we  list  in  skylarks'  songs  Heaven's  harmonies. 
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A    HAZY    MORNING 

How  beautiful  the  haze  of  summer  morn, 

Which  muffles  Sol's  excess  of  warmth  and  light, 

And  cloaks  the  heavens  whose  lustre  all  too  bright 

Is  by  the  friendly   clouds   abridged  and  shorn. 

A  breath  its  cloud- cap  from  the  hill  hath  torn, 

And  it  lifts  its  grey  cone  to  the  sunny  ray, 

Which  round  its  summit   doth  illuminate  play. 

While  a  cloudy  mantle  like  a  vest  is  worn. 

How  sluggishly  that  river  glides  along, 

Without  a  ripple  on  its  placid  face ; 

Upon  its  mirror-like  expanse  how  strong 

The  bright  reflections  banks  and  bowers  trace; 

How  peaceful  stand  those  kine  the  segs  among ; 

And  those  white  swans,   how  statuesque  their  grace! 
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SUMMER    IDYLS 

June 

Now  summer  blazes  from  solstitial  sky, 

The  swallow  wings  his  swift  aerial  flight, 

The  landscape  radiates  reflected  light, 

The  lush  fields  shine  with  gold-green  carpetry, 

A  south-west  wind  breathes  balm  on  opening  flowers, 

The  hedges  laugh  with  scented  whitethorn  bloom, 

And  bluebells  in  the  woods  and  spinneys  come. 

Garden  and  field  drink  up  refreshing  showers. 

The  thrush  and  blackbird  sing  at  dawn  and  eve, 
The  plaintive  nightingale  sings  all  the  night, 
And  seems  in  sorrow's  threnody  to  grieve  ; 
The  apple's  wealth  of  blossom  glads  the  sight. 
Laburnum,  rowan,    and  red  may  receive 
Their  colours  from  the  vivifying  light. 
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THE    COWSLIP 

The  grass-grown  meadows  by  the  river's  brim 
Are  pied  with  daisy  white  and  hyacinth  blue, 
And  lady's  smock  of  pale  carnative  hue, 
But  more  beloved  than  all  spring  flowers  we  deem 
The  Cowslip,  with  whose  blooms  the  meadows  teem. 

In  childhood  to  the  fields  their  blossoms  drew 
Me  and  the  honey  bee  where'er  they  grew. 
Billowing  in  brightness  to  th'  horizon's  rim. 

O  miracle  of  loveliness  divine. 
In  thee  high  medicated  virtues  dwell, 
Thy  honeyed  juices  form  delicious  wine. 
Restore  the  sick,  refresh  and  cheer  the  well  ; 
The  sick  partaking  thee  no  longer  pine. 
Thou  hast  a  balm  the  suffering  to  heal. 
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THE    WISTARIA 

How  beautiful  amid  the  climbing  blooms 
Of  woodbine  and  japonica  appear 
Wistaria's  purple  blossoms;  still  more  dear 
When  in  the  garden  rhododendron  comes, 
And  when  the  lilac  wafts  its  sweet  perfumes, 
Where  that  proud  mansion  doth  its  facade  rear, 
Wistaria  climbs  and  waves  its  tresses  there, 
Around  the  casements  of  my  lady's  rooms. 

How  loving  is  the  delicate  caress 

With  which  it  greets  her  in  the  early  morn, 

When  the  morning  breeze  plays  with  her  waving  tress, 

Laden  with  fragrance  from  the  red  hawthorn. 

Its  blooms  to  lip  and  nostril  she  doth  press, 

And  some  in  vase  her  chambers  fair  adorn. 


SUMMER 


THE    CHAFFINCH    IX    JUNE 

Sweet  minstrel  of  the  morn,  bright  chaffinch  gay, 

To  thee  I  dedicate  this  matin  song 

Thy  "  native  wood  notes  wild  "   thou  dost  prolong, 

From  morn  to  eve  when  the  hedgerows  bloom  with  may, 

White  and  exuberant  in  June's  warm  day, 

When  th'  warbling  lark  sings  heaven's  white  clouds  among. 

Thou  trillest  in  the  grove  thy  measures  strong. 

And  the  thrush  outvoiced  pauses  in  his  loud  lay  : 

The  peony  and  rhododendron's  blooms. 

Irradiate    the    garden's    spaces    round, 

The  Rose  bursts  forth  and  wafts  her  sweet  perfumes — 

The  queenliest  flower  where  queenly  flowers  abound — 

And  in  the  lanes  a  mingled  fragrance  comes 

From  th'  aromatic  woods  with  chestnut  crowned. 
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BALM 

There  is  a  balm  in  Gilead's  flowery  grove, 

There  is  a  balm  in  Cyprus'  spicy  isle, 

The  natal  habitat  and  throne  of  Love, 

Where  flowers  and  summer  everlasting  smile  ; 

There  is  a  balm  in  Bahia's  lovely  bay, 

And  Capri's  island,  and.  Sicilian  land, 

And  Afric's  or  Peruvia's  golden  strand, 

Or  th'  Hesperides  at  th'  eastern  gates  of  day. 

But  the  gardens  and  the  forests  which  distil 
The  sweetest  balm  in  all  creation's  bound, 
Are  those  which  sweetly  bloom  on  vale  and  hill 
Of  this  fair  England  fenced  with  ocean  round ; 
It  doth  the  summer  morn  and  evening  fill 
With  fragrance  in  a  million  blossoms  found. 
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June 

Majestic  in  thy  gorgeous  beauty  dight, 
Queen  of  the  months,  partaking  of  the  spring 
In  vernal  freshness,  lo,  thy  blossoming 
Redundant  is  of  summer  warm  and  bright, 
Distilling  balm  from  dawn  to  lustrous  night  ; 
Thou  dost  in  myriad  bloom  fair  promise  bring 
Of  plenteous  fruitage,  and  mak'st  joyous  sing 
Our  souls  with  hope  and  present  sweet  delight. 

Chief  of  the  garden's  pride,  the  queenly  rose, 
On  wall  and  trellis  and  wide-spreading  beds, 
In  miracle  and  blaze  of  beauty  blows, 
And  perfumed  breath  o'er  all  the  garden  spreads 
And  round  the  porch  purple  clematis  throws 
Its  clusters  and  sheds  blossoms  o'er  our  heads. 
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SUMMER    EVENING 

How  beautiful  the  summer  evening  hour  ! 

A  tender  radiance  lights  the  rosy  west, 

When  the  orb  of  day  has  sunk  to  placid  rest, 

Or  to  exert  in  other  climes  his  power. 

The  song-birds  all  have  sought  their  nesting- tower ; 

The  daisies  have  closed  up  their  jewelled  eyes; 

The  swallows  skim  athwart  cerulean  skies; 

And  the  owl  hoots  weirdly  from  his  ivied  bower. 

'Tis  near  the  midnight  hour,   yet  'tis  not  night; 
And  though  no  moon  illumes  the  dome  of  heaven, 
And  though  the  glimmering  stars  give  little  light, 
A  nebulous  sheen  from  hidden  fount  is  given, 
While  the  nightingale  makes  pensive  vigils  bright, 
Transfusing  summer  night  with  music's  leaven. 
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June 

Lo,  June  is  here.     The  butterfly's  awing; 
A  balmy  fragrance  is  dispersed  around 
O'er  blossoming  wide  earth's  circumfrent  ground. 
What  waves  of  fragrance  the  soft  breezes  bring ! 
The  fields,  aglow  with  summer's  colouring, 
Refract  the  sunshine  from  a  myriad  flowers, 
The  guerdon  of  the  springtime's  copious  showers, 
And  the  trees  o'er  lanes  their  kindly  shadow  fling. 
Silence  pervades,  but  for  the  ring-dove's  coo 
And  the  lark's  exultant  song  from  morn  to  eve, 
And  the  hum  of  bees  who,  murmurous,  pursue 
Their  sweet  vocation,  nor  the  wine-cups  leave 
From  dawn  to  evening's  fall,  besprent  with  dew. 
When  the  nightingale  begins  in  song  to  grieve. 
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ETERNAL    LIFE 

Eternal  are  the  blue  empyreal  skies, 
The  stars,  the  planets,  the  bright  suns  of  heaven, 
The  moon  of  light  from  nobler  fount  deriven  : 
There's  nothing  in  the  big  round  world  which  dies, 
Though  birth,  decay,  and  death  confront  all  eyes  : 
Our  fathers  perish,  but  their  sons  survive; 
And  in  transmission  they  eternal  live. 
Though  dust  and  ashes  the  soul's  casket  lies. 

Why  then  should  not  that  mystic  Ego,  I, 
Survive  the  dissolution  of  its  frame. 
When  stars  and  earth  live  everlastingly  ? 
Since  from  th'  Eternal  God  man's  essence  came, 
And  th'  Eternal  truth  is  writ  on  earth  and  sky, 
There  is  no  death — transition  is  its  name. 
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June 

A  GOLDEN  buttercup-emblazoned  field ; 
Cerulean  skies  flecked  with  cherubic  cloud ; 
The  forest  trees  'neath  singing  breezes  bowed, 
And  flickering  shadows  in  their  depths  revealed ; 
The  bracken  waving  o'er  the  moor  or  weald 
When  the  gorse  :s  fading,  but  not  yet  is  seen 
The  purple  heather  on  the  glowing  green ; 
And  the  rolling  meadows  bounteous  hay-crops  yield 
The  hawthorn  blossoms  on  the  hedge-row  fade ; 
The  lilac  and  laburnum  droop  and  die ; 
But  the  gardens  are  in  royal  pomp  arrayed 
Of  the  Rose  in  all  its  queenly  majesty  ; 
Its  blossoms  light,  its  fragrance  scents  the  glade, 
And  the  swallow  wings  its  rapid  flight  on  high. 
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June 

The  pendent  blossoms  of  the  sycamore, 
Transformed  to  keys,  hang  quivering  on  the  bough ; 
And  the  stately  chestnut  blooms  have  vanished  now 
From  trees  which  late  their  clustered  honours  wore. 
Now  oft  from  sultry  skies  loud  thunders  roar, 
And  sweet  reviving  copious  showers  descend, 
Which  to  the  landscape  lustrous  glamour  lend ; 
The  fields,  prophetic  growing,   treasures  store. 

The  clover  and  the  bean-field  mingle  sweets; 

The  winter  wheat  is  bursting  into  ear; 

The  heart  of  Nature  with  felt  transport  beats, 

And  promise  large  with  beauty's  bloom  doth  wear. 

Where'er  I  wander  conscious  joyance  greets 

The  sense  from  blossomed  earth,  from  fragrant  air. 
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MARIGOLD 

Palth.e  palustris,  Marigold  of  the  Mere, 

As  the  Kingcup  is  the  blossom  of  the  field, 

What  splendours  in  thy  bright  blooms  are  revealed  ! 

On  pool  or  sluggish  river  thou  dost  rear 

Thy  coronal  and  mak'st  the  dull  marsh  wear 

Beauty's  transfiguration  in  the  glow 

Which  thou  dost  o'er  the  earth's  waste  places  throw  : 

And  often  to  behold  it  we  repair 

To  river-side  or  to  the  stagnant  pool. 

Where  the  coot,  and  water-hen,  and  rodent  dwell, 

And  the  frog  croaks  loudly  in  the  evening  cool 

From  the  bottom  of  a  green- grown,  whimpering  dell, 

With  the  bulrush  and  the  sedge-stalks  crowded  full 

When  the  breezes  in  their  mystic  measures  swell. 
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A  BLUEBOTTLE    FLY    RESTING    ON  A  SUNNY 
HEDGE 

The  blazing  purple  cuirass  of  that  fly, 

Like  the  humming-birds  of  Eastern  climates  gleams, 

Where  on  that  leaf  in  morning  light  it  dreams, 

Attracts  my  gaze  when  passing  idly  by. 

Unconscious  it  of  spider  creeping  nigh  ; 

His  next  ecstatic  flight  will  land  him  where 

His  enemy  is  crouched  in  subtle  snare. 

Awake,  poor  innocent,  why  should' st  thou  die? 

Lo,  Providence  asserts  Heaven's  sway  benign, 
Or  seemingly  it  heard  unwhispered  thought : 
Its  cuirass  on  that  leaf  has  ceased  to  shine. 
In  vain  for  it  that  subtle  web  was  wrought. 
I   am  right  glad  for  that  escape  of  thine; 
Rejoice  that  thou  hast  not  in  snare  been  caught. 
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THE    FIRST    SWALLOW 

Welcome,   dear  spirit  from  the  Orient. 

Last  of  the  spring,  first  of  the  summer  thou. 

Silent  of  voice,  to  thee  the  conclave  bow 

Of  songsters  who  make  glad  the  firmament 

And  forest  in  one  swelling  harmony  blent. 

Dear  bird,  though  far  and  wide  thou  lov'st  to  roara. 

Like  Britain's  sons,  thou  still  return'st  to  home, 

Oft  though  its  cloudy  skies  with  storms  be  rent. 

So  the  wanderer  who  o'er  Egypt's  desert  strays, 

Or  burning  Australasian  bush  explores. 

Returns  with  hard-won  wealth  to  end  his  days 

In  the  dear  fatherland  his  soul  adores. 

And  in  this  paradise  of  earth  doth  raise 

Song  kindred  with  that  from  the  grove  which  pcurs. 
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WATERING    MY    GARDEN 

The  mimic  rain — how  musical  its  fall !  — 
Expelled  from  garden-hose  in  fountain  spray, 
How  gratefully  it  on  the  earth  doth  play, 
And  the  languishing  garden,   as  by  miracle. 
Revives  and  blooms  at   nature's  inagic  call : 
Withered  geraniums  sprout  again  and  bloom, 
And  the  blossoms  on  the  calceolaria  come, 
And  the  rose-trees  wave  their  glorious  coronal. 
The  horned  snails  creep  from  their  shells  with  glee, 
The  worm  appears  from  burrow  underground, 
Awakened  by  the  spray's  soft  liquid  sound, 
The  stifling  dust  is  washed  from  shrub  and  tree. 
And  joy  thrills  all  the  conscious  garden  round, 
The  glossy  leaves  trembling  in  ecstasy. 
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HAY^IAKING 

Now  when  Syringa  banners  her  white  bloom, 

And  roses  twine  around  my  cottage  door, 

The  mowers  on  the  meadow's  ample  floor 

Lay  prone  the  grass.     How  sweet  the  hay's  perfume 

And  with  the  sunrise  the  haymakers  come. 

How  feelingly  the  husbandman  looks  round, 

Surveying  the  horizon's  distant  boimd, 

And  notes  in  fear  the  thunder's  distant  boom. 

And  from  the  west  or  south  a  threatening  cloud 
Creeps  to  the  zenith  dark  as  raven's  wing. 
The  big  drops  fall,  to  shelter  troops  the  crowd, 
While  on  the  sheltering  oak  the  rain-drops  ping; 
The  thunder  from  the  dark  skies  echoes  loud. 
And  rain  doth  on  the  mead  its  torrents  fling. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


SUMMER    IDYL 

A  Blackbird,   at  the  earliest  peep  of  day, 

Makes  th'  silence  musical  of  the  blushing  morn  ; 

Th'   acacia's  drooping  tresses  now  adorn 

The  scented  groves  with  fragrant  white  display, 

And  the  gardens  are  with  summer's  gladness  gay ; 

The  lime-trees  wave  their  blossoms  in  the  breeze, 

And  soft  showers  cheer  the  languor-smitten  trees ; 

And  village  maidens  toss  the  tedded  hay  ; 

The  plover  wails  o'er  desecrated  nest, 

The  field-mouse  scuttles,  scared,  from  clay-built  shed, 

The  balmy  wind  blows  softly  from  the  west, 

The  poppies  in  the  corn  are  blushing  red ; 

From  dewy  vale  to  glittering  mountain  crest 

Summer  and  song  by  the  "  laughing  hours  are  led." 
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AFTER    RAIN 

Great  are  the  virtues  of  the  summer  rain, 

After  the  scorching  drought  and  parching  lieat. 

To  the  languishing  and  thirsty  plants  how  sweet ! 

The  drooping  flowers  and  leaves  revive  again, 

And  th'  after  sunshine  gilds  the  burnished  plain. 

How  radiant  the  landscape  in  the  blaze 

Of  the  warm  summer  sunshine's  cloudless  rays  ! 

How  lovingly  on  the  garden  flowers  it  plays  I 

The  rose  her  queenly  coronal  uprears, 

Th'   acacia  waves  its  tresses  in  the  breeze, 

The  wheat  with  flickering  blossom  decks  its  ears, 

And  th'  palsied  grove  renews  its  harmonies  ; 

From  soft  white  clouds  the  lark's  gay  song  one  hears, 

And  beauty  fleckless  loving  eyesight  sees. 
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A    COOL    MORNING 

July  ist 

How  caller  is  the  balmy  breath  of  morn, 
Though  the  sun  is  high  and  midsummer  is  here, 
And  'tis  the  glowing  zenith  of  the  year  ! 
The  meadows  are  of  waving  grasses  shorn, 
And  berries  peep  upon  the  white  hawthorn. 
In  place  of  th'  fragrant  blossom  of  the  field, 
The  elder  in  the  hedge-row  is  revealed, 
And  doth  the  scene  with  pearl-white  bloom  adorn. 

What  though  the  birds  are  silent  in  the  grove, 
The  bees  hum  round  th'   acacia  and  the  lime. 
The  butterflies  o'er  field  and  garden  rove, 
And  espalier  roses  up  the  trellis  climb. 
Glad  is  green  earth  below,  blue  heaven  above, 
Of  glorious  summer  'tis  the  gladdest  time. 
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[I  AN -TIM!' 

There  is  a  fidd  of  fragrant  new-mown  hay, 

Adjacent  to  my  garden  thicket's  bound, 

F"rora  whence  the  merry  children's  voices  sound 

In  th'    evening  hoiir  where  they  in  frolic  play; 

In  merry  freedom  at  the  close  of  day  : 

Through  the  belt  of  trees  their  gaysome  laugh  is  heard 

In  blended  murmurs,   like  the  song  of  bird, 

Or  as  in  happy  frolic  on  sea  bay. 

At  morn  that  field  is  silent,  stripped,   and  bare, 
The  hay  is  garnered,   children  all  are  flown, 
The  stubbly  clumps  of  bunch-grass  starkly  stare. 
And  only  there  the  rooks  make  raucous  moan. 
So  soon  the  happy  things  of  life  and  fair. 
Are  silent,  solitary,   stark   and  lone. 
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THE    ROSE    AND    ESCUTCHEON    OF    1HE 
BUILDER'S    ART 

Rose  and  escutcheon — how  mean  things  accord, 

And  claim  af&nity  with  rank  and  state, 

And  heraldr}'^  at  lowliest  door  doth  wait ! 

The  insignia  of  coroneted  Lord, 

The  humblest  cottage  entrance  doth  afford. 

The  Rose  of  England,  to  th'  unlettered  poor, 

Blossoms  upon  his  emblematic  door. 

And  the  escutcheon  of  the  proud  and  great 

Emblazons  cottage  door  as  antlered  hall. 

Uniting,  as  in  freedom's  sacred  war. 

The  rich  and  poor  at  country's  patriot  call  ; 

So  side  by  side  the  heroes  part  they  dare. 

To  earn  the  wreath  or  in  the  conflict  fall, 

Inspired  by  freedom's  watchword — honour's  staj-. 
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THE    TOAD-FLAX 

Friend   of  my  boyhood's  rambles,   toad-flax   pale, 
Dividing  with  the  cowslip  love's  regard, 
Lifting  thy  p^Tamid  upon  the  sward, 
Thee  still  in  summer-time  I  joyful  hail. 
Thy  orange- golden  blossoms  deck  the  vale 
When  summer's  warm  solstitial  heat  pours  down  ; 
Thou  dost  the  sterile  lanes  with  splendour  crowii, 
And  art  the  ornament  of  ferny  dale. 

When  the  primrose,  cowsUp,  bluebell  disappear, 
Thou  dost  renew  thy  amaranthine  bloom, 
.And  still  dost  blossom  in  the  autumn  sere, 
Lingering  till  winter  (all- destroying)   come  : 
As  rose-treesj  when  all  else  have  faded,  bear 
Their  clusters,  and  the  garden  groves  perfume. 
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July 

Hatl,   carnival  of  nature !     Summer,   hail ! 
The  long-drawn  day  portends  its  fervid  hours, 
And  the  heat  revels  in  the  feast  of  fowers; 
And  glimmering  twilight  doth  all  night  prevail ; 
The  queen  of  fruits,  the  strawberry,  gushes  round, 
And  piles  its  luscious  burdens  on  the  ground ; 
The  festive  boards  groan  'neath  the  ample  loads, 
And  mortals  revel  in  a  food  for  gods. 

The  groves  are  mute,  but  yet  at  morn  and  eve 

The  blackbird  sings  upon  the  apple-tree; 

And  the  nightingale  all  night  in  song  doth  grieve. 

So  plaintive  seems  its  mournful  melody  ; 

The  stars  the  face  of  heaven  deserted  leave, 

Or,  blotted  from  the  skies,  appear  to  flee. 
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July 

The  lark  each  day  sings  at  heaven's  open  gite; 
New  roses  bloom  on  every  glowing  morn, 
And  the  gardens  with  perpetual  grace  adorn  : 
So  still  in  song  I  summer  celebrate, 
Nature  in  her  immortal  beauty  great ; 
Though  her  familiar  face  I  daily  see, 
She  still  hath  charm  unutterable  to  me. 
New  beauties  ever  on  my  footsteps  wait. 

How  joyous  are  the  breezes'  gentle  sound ! 

What  blue  ineffable  enrobes  the  sky ! 

What  charm  invests  the  flower- emblazoned  ground 

Ever  how  sweet  is  nature's  fragrancy  ; 

Beauty,   as  the  horizon,   without  bound, 

At  every  buoyant  step  some  blossoms  lie. 
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THE    WILD    BRIAR-ROSE 

The  cultured  rose  on  garden  wall  and  round 

The  wreathed  porch  the  poets  all  have  sung; 

And  those  which  queen  it  garden  flowers  among, 

Of  blushing  love  the  sweet  symbolic  ground  ; 

Almost  as  fair  a  theme  of  song  I  found 

In  the  common  wayside  hedge-row.     The  wild  briar, 

Parent  of  all,   my  lyric  strains  inspire, 

And  'tis  with  song's  deep   adoration  crowned. 

The  horehound's  and  the  nettle's  tassels  sway, 
The  burdock's  unobtrusive  bloom  looks  up, 
The  bramble  courts  the  glance  of  sunny  day ; 
O'er  all  the  wild-rose  doth  benignly  stoop. 
Shining  in  lustre  of  bright  blossom  gay, 
In  nature's  garden  chief  of  floral  group. 
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SOONER    OR    LATER 

The  little  puling  infant  shuffles  off 
This  mortal  coil  full  early  in  the  day, 
Ere  pain  be  felt  or  known  the  joy  of  play, 
Or  learnt  at  truth's  or  virtue's  name  to  scoff, 
Or  manhood's  prime  inquiring  for  the  proof 
Of  sacred   verities,   or  ere  love's  sway 
Carpets  with  roses  life's  alluring  way, 
Or  ere  found  out  life's  disappointments  rough. 

Sooner  to  these,  it  later  comes  to  those 

Who  all  the  storm  of  passion,   toil,   and  strife. 

Have  battled  with  to  long  life's  lingering  close. 

Sooner  or  later  ends  this  mortal  life : 

Is  there  another  state,  with  joys  or  woes. 

Rewards  or  penalties,  eternal  rife  ? 
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July 

The   crown  of  summer,   the  acacia's  bloom, 
Has  flowered  and  faded;    the  briar-rose  has  shed 
Its  shining  blossoms  o'er  the  foxglove's  head, 
And  the  hayfields  waft  abroad  their  sweet  perfume 
The  bramble  blossoms  in  the  hedge-rows  come ; 
The  fervid  heat  hath  quenched  the  tide  of  song 
The  garden's  and  the  woodland's  shades  among; 
And  through  the  open  windows  of  my  room 
The  fragrances  of  rose  and  eglantine 
And  balmy  breath  of  summer  penetrate; 
Perspectives  of  a  thousand  lustres  shine, 
As  through   of  Paradise  the  floral   gate ; 
The  valleys  flow  with  honey,  milk,  and  wine; 
And  golden  harvests  for  the  sickle  wait. 


78 


SUMMER 


A'  BREEZY    DAY 

There  is  a  limpid  freshness  in  the  air^ 

Exhilarating  to  the  soul  and  sense, 

By  th'   alchemy  of  the  heavens  extruded  theuoe 

Pernicious   germs   of  sickness,    pain,    and   care  : 

Balm  lades  the  breeze,   and  joy  is  everyAvhere. 

Those  fleecy  clouds,   cherubically  white 

On  heaven-blue,    the  bounding  soul  delight. 

And  the  mortal  sting  is  taken  from  despair. 

The  groves  are  hushed,   but  every  rustling  leaf 

Hath  an  ^olian  whisper  in  the  breeze; 

The  melancholy  soul  forgets  its  grief, 

And  doth  the  fleeting  joy  exultant  seize. 

Like  the  bees,   we  find  the  sunshine  all  too  brief 

To  sip  the  honey  of  life's  ecstasies. 
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A    COLD    BUZZARD 

July 

The  sultry  days  of  summer,  fair  but  few, 
Chequer  the  sterile  desert  of  the  year. 
How  soon  the  stormy  winds — the  clouds — appear, 
And  the  woodland  walks  with  wreckage  wild  bestrew 
While  the  gardens  the  wild  withering  tempests  rue  ! 
The  severed  flowers  bestrew  the  littered  ways; 
Others  in  palsied  fear  their  weak  stalks  raise, 
Which  yesterday  in  strength  and  beauty  grew. 

So  life  and  happiness,  like  summer,  speed. 

Few  are  the  days  when  sunshine  warms  the  soul; 

Full  oft  the  writing  on  the  wall  we  read, 

And  o'er  our  palace  halls  see  conquest  roll. 

'Neath  th'  great  destroyers.  Time  and  Death,  we  bleed, 

Nor  memoried  triumphs  in  the  grave  console. 
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THE    SKYLARK 

Hail  !    heaven- aspiring  lark,  whose  joyous  lav 
Alone  salutes    the  summer's  happy  mom. 
Gone  is  the  mavis  from  the  nodding  thorn, 
Silent  the  tiny  wren  and  linnet  gay, 
Whose  nests  are  built  'mid  odoriferous  may. 
With  thee  my  soul  spurns  earth  and  carping  care, 
And  doth  exalted  themes  exultant  dare, 
Hymning  in  lyric  joy  their  heavenv/ard  way. 

Thou  hast  no  audience  'mid  that  snowy  cloud : 

Thou  singest  to  God's  glorious  praise  alone. 

Why,  then,  in  grief  through  world's  neglect  be  bowed 

Nobler  to  sing  than  in  vain  dolour  moan. 

Though  sweet  the  plaudits  of  a  listening  crowd. 

Its  own  reward  is  poesy's  high  cro^vn. 
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RAIN    AFTER    DROUGHT 

How  beautiful  the  summer's  gentle  rain 

After  protracted  drought  and  fervid  heat ! 

To  the  fields— the  gardens — how  benignly  sweet! 

How   the   drooping   flowers   revive   and   live    again 

What  vivid  green  enrobes  the  grassy  plain  ! 

The  clogging  dust  is  washed  from  hedge  and  tree ; 

Ghsten  the  woods  in  spring's  resplendency. 

It  is  the  antidote  to  summer's  bane — 

Bane  ?  yes — for  languorous  prostration  held 

All  nature  in  its  enervating  sway, 

Till  sunshine  palled,  and  every  sense  compelled 

To  pant  with  sufiering  intense,  and  pray. 

Almost  in  th'   agony  of  heat  revealed, 

For  winter's  more  congenial  Arctic  day. 
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GOLD 

Great  Caesar's  superscription  and  device, 
His  portraiture  engraved  on  ruddy  gold, 
On  whose  red  disc  his  car  of  triumph  rolled 
In  days  of  old.     Still  'tis  the  costly  price 
Of  empire.     By  the  fooHsh  and  the  wise 
Sought  as  it  were  life's  elixir  divine  : 
Food  for  the  hungry,  for  the  thirsty  wine. 
Virtue's  reward,  or  doth  to  crime  entice. 

Its  purity  the  likeness  of  the  just. 

And  holiness  is  by  its  lustre  named; 

Commands  of  all  the  confidence  and  trust. 

More  than  to  hallowed  names  in  history  famed, 

All  this  the  miracle-performing  dust. 

And  more,  its  dazzling  potency  hath  claimed. 
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SUMMER    SABBATH    MORN 

Part   I 

A  SUMMER  Sabbath  morn.     The  bells  invite 
To  worship  from  full  many  a  village  fane. 
Harmonious  the  sound  o'er  hill  and  plain, 
"  Come,  let  us  worship  God  "  in  sacred  rite 
Softly  intoning.     Beauteous  is  the  sight 
Of  groups  of  villagers  wending  their  way 
O'er  field  and  lane  with  sacred  fervours  gay, 
Rejoicing  in  religion's  hallowed  light. 

Those  bells  have  ceased.     I  see  the  kneeling  host 

Prostrate  in  prayer,  or  in  harmonious  chant. 

Or  hymns  of  praise  the  triune  God  accost 

Adoring,  or  in  sense  of  myriad  want. 

In  supplication,  or  in  vision  lost 

Of  heavenly  choirs,   for  holiest  commune  pant. 
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SUMMER    SABBATH    MORN 

Part  II 

"  Come,  let  us  worship  God,"   the  trumpet  winds 

Seem  to  intone  on  this  Sabbatic  morn ; 

Or  the  zeph>T:'s  luUaby  on  tree  and  thorn 

A  minor  key  in  th'  harmonious  worship  finds. 

Where'er  I  walk  nature  my  soul  reminds 

Of  God  in  all  things,  and  to  praise  and  prayer 

Sweetly  constrains  on  incense-laden  air, 

Up  to  God's  throne  on  wings  of  worship  borne  ; 

The  linnet's  piping  melody  I  hear. 

The  lark  aspires  above  earth's  mundane  sphere : 

So  th'  harmonies  of  earth  and  heaven  combine 

God  and  His  holy  worship  to  revere. 

The  earth,  a  gracious  heritage,  is  mine; 

To  soul  devout  God's  holy  heaven  is    near. 
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HEDGE-ROW    FLOWERS 

The  simple  charms  of  summer  in  the  lanes 

Unfold  their  treasuries  of  priceless  sweets : 

In  the  thorny  hedge  the  briar  my  vision  greets, 

And  the  purple  nightshade  flaunts  its  hidden  banes, 

Beside  medicinal  gill,   a  balm  for  pains. 

There  the  speedwell  blue  and  the  wild  champion  red 

In  the  hedge  bottom  make  their  shining  bed; 

Th'  forget-me-not  of  broken  vows  complains; 

The  nettle  and  marsh -mallow,  side  by  side, 

And  flowering  dock,  and  quivering  grass,  are  seen; 

And  the  woodbine  trails  its  festoons  in  the  pride 

Of  linked  sweetness  'mid  the  hedge-row  green. 

Nature's  wild  garden  is  with  colour  d^'^ed, 

And  forms  a  garland  for  the  village  queen. 
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A    FAN 

Weapox  for  beauty's  dainty  fingers  formed, 
Fortress  which  hides  from  view  consuming  fires, 
Or  ordnance  which  full  many  a  heart  has  stormed, 
And  woke  to  life  unquenchable  desires  ; 
A  toy  designed  to  mitigate  the  ray 
Of  sunshine  which  around  the  head  doth  play, 
And  when  the  panting  globe  itself  persoires. 
With  mimic  breezes  doth  the  heat  allay. 
Formed  ^rom  the  ostrich  plumes  and  jeweUed  o'ei 
The  dove's  eyes  of  the  odalisque  it  shields, 
Or  from  behind  it  Spain's  dark  beauties  pour 
The  battery  of  charms  which  beauty  wields. 
Conferring  glimpses  only,  lest  the  store 
Unveiled  of  blinding  charms,  like  lightning,  slay. 
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ON    A    DISCARDED    HAT-BOX 

Receptacle  of  beauty  cast  aside, 
Casquet  of  elegance  despoiled  and  torn, 
What  treasury,  by  fashion's  votary  worn. 
Reposed  in  thy  recess  !     What  towering  pride. 
In  every  colour  of  the  rainbow  dyed, 
Framed  on  the  model  of  the  choicest  flowers  ! 
The  bee  mistakes  it  for  the  garden  bowers, 
As  fair,  and  as  the  bright  parterre  as  wide. 

Methinks  I  see  complexion  Lily-white, 
And  rosy  bloom,  and  eyes  of  starlike  sheen ; 
Hair  dark  or  golden  as  the  orb  of  light. 
When  in  the  summer's  dawn  'tis  radiant  seen. 
Beneath  its  shade,  in  laughing  dimples  dight, 
Her  dazzling  charms  she  doth,  seductive,  preen. 
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OLD-FASHIONED   PERENNIAL  BORDER 
FLOWERS 

The  frugal  Thrift,  the  simple  London  Pride, 
The  sturdy  box,  youth's  vanished  days  recall, 
And  th'  ancient  ivy  clinging  to  the  wall, 
'Mid  all  mutation  deathlessly  abide. 
Embellishing  the  cottage-garden's  side  : 
Th'  delphinium,  snapdragon,  and  the  rose. 
Adorn  the  beds,  and  the  fragrant  lilac  throws 
A  flickering  shadow  from  its  branches  wide. 

Though  now  pyrethrum  and  lobelia  deck 
The  borders  of  my  garden  beds  so  fine. 
And  through  the  flowery  Orient  I  seek 
For  blossoms  which  in  more  resplendence  shine. 
Still  in  the  friends  of  early  days  I  find 
Links  which  of  dearest  memories  remind. 
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WELCOME    TO    LORD    ROBERTS 

July  iSth,   1903 

Hero  of  Delhi,   Kandahar,  Cabul, 

Of  Paardeburg,  and  Ladysmith,  all  hail ! 

Thy  life  of  vict'ries  forms  the  splendid  tale 

Of  England's  greatness  and  her  world-wide  rule. 

Her  hist'ry's  page  of  thy  great  deeds  is  full : 

The  empire  won  by  Clive  in  days  of  old, 

That  ancient  Ophir,  land  of  gems  and  gold, 

Thou  didst  from  vortex  of  rebellion  pull. 

And  there  thou  did'st  erect  a  barrier  high, 

In  Afghanistan  for  that  empire's  guard; 

Of  deadly  foe  did'st  make  a  strong  ally. 

Receive  thou  a  great  empire's  just  award 

For  yet  another  mighty  empire  won, 

Which  basks  'neath  Virgt)  and  a  southern  sun. 
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WELCOME    TO    "BOBS" 

July  i8th,   1903 

Glorious  incarnation  of  the  pride 

Of  valour  and  of  empire,  hail  to  thee  ! 

The  Scipio  of  our  country's  history. 

After  consolidating  empire  wide 

In  Eastern  lands  where  foul  rebellion  died, 

And  Peace  her  wings  extended,  dropping  balm, 

And  on  red  mutiny  fell  holy  calm, 

And  law  and  order  brought  prosperity, 

Ihe  battle-ground  of  old-world  rival  powers 

Called  thee,  and  thou,  like  Dandolo  of  old, 

Came,  and  where  war's  consuming  flame  devours. 

Annihilation  on  th'   invader  rolled  : 

An  empire  saved,   another  empire  gained. 

And  England's  wide  supremacy  maintained. 
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TO    THE    CHAFFINCH 

Sole  songster  of  the  summer's  sultry  morn, 

All  silent  but  for  thee  the  vocal  grove. 

Mavis,  of  freckled  breast,  where  dost  thou  rove  ? 

Wanting  the  ouzel-cock  the  woods  forlorn, 

In  summer's  height  and  in  its  green  array. 

Appear  to  mourn  to  the  wanderer  'neath  their  shade?, 

And  of  the  undergrowth  the  rustling  blades 

Drowse  on  their  stems,  oblivious  of  the  day. 

The  withered  daffodils  and  bluebells  lay 

Their  stalks  upon  the  velvet- cushioned  sod. 

And  cease  beneath  the  zephyr's  kiss  to  nod. 

The  buzz  of  flies  alone  is  heard  around. 

And  thou  dost  thy  shrill  ditty  solus  play 

Amid  the  trees  of  blossom  all  uncrowned. 
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SABBATH    MORNING 

The  day  of  days,  the  sacred  day  ol  rest, 
The  day  when  from  abasement  man  looks  up, 
And  a  sin-pardoning  God  from  heaven  doth  stoop 
Compassionate  on  sorrow's  load  confest, 
Whether  it  be  in  temples'  sacred  fanes, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  harmony  divine, 
When  th'  soul  for  sweet  communion  doth  pine, 
Or  in  the  consecrated  woods  and  lanes. 

The  birds  may  sing,  or  summer's  silence  brood 
Like  penitential  spirit  in  the  shade 
Of  pUlared  aisle,  religion's  peace  imbued. 
So  this  vast  silence  is  for  worship  made : 
God  hears  our  prayers,  our  pardon  is  renewed 
In  sight  of  goodness  everywhere  displayed. 
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THE    WOOD-PIGEON 

When  all  the  groves  are  still,  thy  monotone 
Mourns  the  departure  of  the  feathered  choir 
(The  festival  of  nature's  living  lyre), 
Startling  the  silence  with  distressful  moan : 
For  evanescent  spring,  so  swiftly  flown, 
For  summer  here,  but  clouded  oft  and  cold. 
For  floods  torrential  o'er  the  landscape  rolled. 
Instead  of  festival  a  suffering  groan. 

The  shadow  of  eclipse  is  on  the  day. 
The  flow'rs  droop  'neath  the  burden  of  the  roin, 
Perpetual  gloaming  shrouds  the  sun's  duU  ray, 
And  autumn's  shadows  creep  across  the  plain  : 
So  life,  like  summer,  hastens  swift  away, 
And  we,  like  thee,  mourn  o'er  ambitions  vain. 
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COMMEMORATION    OF    THE    BATTLE    OF 
SHREWSBURY 

July  2^rd,  1403 

Fiv'E  hundred  years  ago  was  battle  waged 
'Tween  rival  factions  of  our  English  blood. 
Here,  where  in  deadly  strife  the  armies  stood, 
A  different  scene  commemorate  is  staged. 
There,  every  sacred  tie  of  kin  outraged, 
Death  cumbered  with  its  ghastly  load  the  plain 
To  vindicate  a  monarch's  right  to  reign. 
Which  history's  liurid   chronicle  hath  paged. 

Now  on  the  site,  instead  of  battle-cry. 
The  voice  of  sacred  praise  is  daily  heard. 
And  peaceful  homesteads  on  the  champaign  lie, 
Where  men  no  more  the  sword  and  buckler  gird, 
But  where  the  husbandmen  the  sickle  ply 
To  blithesome  song  and  carol  of  the  bird. 
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SUMMER    IDYL 

July 

The  early  hours  of  summer's  radiant  morn 
Are  musical  with  the  murmurs  of  the  bees 
Among  the  blossoms  of  the  linden- trees, 
And  the  scabious  and  bindweed  of  the  corn, 
Which,  robed  in  blue  and  white,   the  fields  adorn ; 
The  linnet  warbles  in  the  distant  brake, 
Where  th'   vibrant  chaffinch  doth  the  silence  wake. 
In  soft,   somnolent,  soothing  symphonies. 

'Tis  like  a  dream — we  sleep   while  summer  reigns ; 
We  wake,  and  winter  clothes  the  fields  in  white. 
Life's  pleasures  fly,   enduring  seem  the  pains: 
In  summer,   wintry  gloom  pervades  the  light. 
The  loved  one  dies,  the  hated  long  remains, 
Life  hastens,  with  portentous  death  in  sight. 
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THE     TURNIP 

[Brassica  rap  a) 

The  lowly  turnip,  ye  who  sang  the  deeds 

Of  .^neas  and  Argive's  gods,  inspire; 

Let  fall  on  me  a  spark  of  Latium  fire, 

While  the  virtues  of  the  lowly  plant  which  feeds 

The  bovine  herds,  the  bleating  flocks,   I  sing. 

Behold  its  tender  shoots  in  early  spring, 

Excised  to  form  a  succulent  repast, 

What  time  the  husbandman  rank  growth  and  weeds 

Removes  which  are  upon  the  wayside  cast. 

The  rains  of  spring,  the  warmth  of  summer's  hush, 

The  wondrous  alchemy  of  earth  and  air, 

Make  swelling  juices  through  the  tubers  gush, 

And  the  glorious  fruit  is  seen  reposing  there. 

And  provides  of  winter  food  a  storage  vast. 
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HOLIDAY-TIME 

A  SLUMBROUS   quiet  marks  the  dewy  morn, 

When  the  shadows  of  the  trees  sleep  on  the  path 
And  a  statuesque  repose  the  green  wood  hath. 

The  fields  stand  thick  with  shocks  of  golden  com, 

And  dew-drops  every  blade  of  grass  adorn  ; 
The  roses  of  the  garden  drink  the  dew, 
Which  doth   their  magic  lustre  all  renew  ; 

And  one  more  radiant  summer  day  is  born. 

All  nature,  in  her  holiday  array, 

Reposes  ;    and,  in  search  of  changeful  rest, 

The  city  toilers  wing  their  joyous  way, 

Seaward  to  tide-kissed  shores,  north,  south,  east,  west 

There  pace  the  golden  sands  lightsome  and  gay, 
With  vacant  mind  and  airs  salubrious  blest. 
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SUNDAY    MORNING 

July 

The  always-welcome  blissful  day  returns, 

And,  while  some  wend  to  sacred  house  of  praise, 

And  in  its  courts  hosannas  tuneful  raise. 

In  God's  subUmer  fane  my  spirit  yearns 

For  sweet  communion,   and  in  rapture  biurns. 

Devotional  in  the  silent  solemn  woods. 

Alone  with  God,   where  no  vain  thought  obtrudes. 

And  penitence  its  deep  transgressions  mourns. 

As  the  opening  flower  His  silent  praise  intones. 

As  the  birds  which  on  the  tree-tops  sing  His  praise, 

As  the  brooklet,   warbling,  ripples  o'er  the  stones. 

And  as  I  lift  to  heaven  adoring  gaze, 

I  lisp  in  reverence  devout  His  name. 

The  mystery  of  God  to  earth  who  came. 
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THE    FOWLING-PIECE 

What  is  that  sound  convulsing  the  calm  air 
Of  summer  morning  with  a  loud  report  ? 
By  it  to  sudden  end  a  life  is  brought. 
Methinks  I  see  the  poor  bird  quivering  there : 
Prone  on  the   ground  its  glazing  eyeballs  glare 
In    mute    astonishment ;    its    gaping    beak 
Seems  an  unspeakable   agony  to  speak, 
Where  it  lies  in  gasping  horror  of  despair. 

Say  'tis  a  bird  in  glorious  plumage  dight, 
Which  forms  a  dainty  viand  for  the  board, 
Or  'tis  the  minstrel  of  the  morning  light, 
Whose  song,  inspiring,  is  by  all  adored — 
A  broken  melody  ;    it  falls  from  high, 
Or,  like  a  meteor,   from  the  weeping  sky. 
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RAIN,    AND    SUNSHINE    AFTER    RAIN 

Beautiful  rain,  how  gracious  is  thy  fall 
In  summer  on  the  all  too  thirsty  ground, 
Imparting  rich  fertility  around  ! 

The  wheat- ears  fiU  upon  their  columns  tall, 

The  oat  and  barley  tremble  in  the  breeze, 

The  roses  wither,   but  they  bloom  again, 

More  lustrous  from  the  joyance  of  the  rain, 

And  richer  green  apparels   aU  the  trees, 

What  time  the  sun  shines  in  the  early  mom, 

Subdued  in  fervour  with  soupgon  of  cold, 

While  the  rain-drops  sparkle  on  the  conscious  thorn 

And   dark  clouds  are  from  th'   empyrean  rolled. 

Heaven's  turquoise  blue  light  fleecy  flecks  adorn, 

And   Nature   gives   her  fruit    a   hundredfold. 
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TIME 

The  fleeting  moments  and  the  lingering  years 

Glide  like  a  silent  river  to  the  sea, 

And  lapse  in  measureless  eternity  : 

So  life  glides  through  the  vale  of  smiles  and  tears 

High  'mid  the  misty  clouds  it  first  appears, 

An  infant  streamlet  laughing  in  cascade, 

Buoyantly  rippling  down  into  the  glade  ; 

Anon  by  passion's  foaming  fall  it  fares, 

Till,   gathering  in  its  wide- embracing  arms, 

A  hundred  sweet  affections  entertains. 

Meanders  then  through  nature's  thousand  charms. 

Nurturing  the  blossoms  on  life's  flowery  plains; 

'Neath  sun  of  calm  prosperity  it  warms 

Before  the  ocean  of  heaven's  peace  it  gains. 
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July 

After  an  episode  of  summer  gloom 

And  drenching  rain,  how  cold  the  chilly  morn  ! 

The  thrush  sits  silent  on  the  dripping  thorn  : 

I  ask  the  groves — Hath  the  merry  white-throat  come  ? 

Is  that  leaden  vault  of  nature  its  dark  tomb  ? 

The  roses  in  the  garden  droop  forlorn, 

And  the  foxgloves  the  deep  thickets  which  adorn 

Bend  to  the  biting  blast  and  shed  their  bloom. 

Th'   ungarnered  hay  lies  weltering  in  the  fields, 
When  lo  !    the  clouds  disperse,  the  sun  shines  forth, 
The  rain-borne  tempest  to  bright   Phoebus  yields, 
The  fickle  wind  forsakes  the  Borean  North  ; 
Again  the  nimble  maid  her  blithe  fork  wields. 
And  healing  sunshine  glads  the  grateful  earth. 
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EVANESCENCE 

July  ^oth 

Where  is  the  summer  fled  ?  why  moans  the  breeze 
As  in  December's  cold  and  cloudy  day  ? 
Why  sunshine's  fervours  but  few  moments  stay  ? 
Why  midnight  darkness  'neath  the  noontide  trees  ? 
Where  'mid  the  lime-blooms  are  the  murmuring  bees  ? 
Why  smitten  is  that  butterfly  to  ground, 
Instead  of  flickering  the  blossoms  round  ? 
Why  dumb  the  groves  of  choral  symphonies  ? 

The  roses  perish  in  the  drenching  rain, 
The  lark  refrains  to  climb  melodious  skies. 
No  bright  reflections  flit  across  the  plain. 
But  melancholy  blur  upon  it  lies. 
And  tears  of  soft  regret  mine  eyelids  stain 
Because  so  swiftly  summer's  glory  flies. 
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July 

'Tis  th'  noon  and  high  meridian  of  the  year, 
The  glorious  sun  in  splendour  rules  the  day 
And  nature  is  with  tropic  fervours  gay. 

What  loving  warmth  those  radiant  sunbeams  bear, 

How  languidly  somnolent  the  warm  air, 

Quenching  the  song  of  birds,   except  the  lay 

Of  lark  at  dawn.     From  fields  the  new- mown  hay 

Exhales  its  balmy  fragrance  here  and  there. 

Anon  electric  vapours  congregate 

Amid  the  clouds,   the  thunders  loudly  peal, 

Torrential  rains  descend  and  inundate 

The  plains  ;    the  rivers  o'er  the  valleys  steal, 

The  clouds  disperse,   the  torrent  floods  abate, 
And  sunbeams  the  storm's  ravage  kindly  heal. 
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A    LIME-TREE 

A  LIME-TREE,  of  my  garden  grove  the  pride, 
Its  panoply  of  gold-green  blossoms  waves, 
And  all  the  summer  day  in  sunshine  laves. 

At  jocund  morn,   warm  noon,   calm  eventide, 

When  the  glowing  west  in  sunset's  pomp  is  dyed. 
And  when  the  grove  of  song  of  birds  is  mute, 
And  when  the  daisy's  twinkling  eye  is  shut. 

And  when  the  swallows  swift  through  ether  ghde, 
A  song  is  there  the  linden's  blooms  among 

Till  the  last  gleam  of  light  fades  from  the  scene. 
'Tis  not  the  thrush  or  blackbird's  silvery  song. 

A  murmur  ripples  from  that  arcade  green — 

The  humming  bees  are  there  the  whole  day  long. 

The  crowning  joy  of  eventide  serene. 
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EVERLASTING    FAME 

How  awful  is  Eternity's  dread  name  ! 

Eternity  and  Immensity  are  God ; 

Heaven  is  of  Everlasting  the  abode  : 
Birth  of  Eternity — the  Cosmos  came, 

The  Universe  of  Earth,   of  Stars,   of  Sun, 

Their  destined  cycles  gloriously  to  run, 
Guided  through   space's  bright  miraculous  road. 

Man  toils  to  purchase  an  eternal  fame, 
Till  each  in  his  own  sphere  is  called  a  star  : 
So  Shakespeare,   Milton,   Homer,   Tasso  shine 
On  the  heaven  of  truth  and  poesy  divine, 
And  eternal  as  heaven's  shining  lustres  are. 
Trim,  then,   that  little  flickering  taper,  thine, 
And  for  the  crown,  the  chaplet,  nobly  dare. 
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July 

Now  summer  reigns  with  old  despotic  sway, 

Perspiring  heat  exerts  its  potent  power, 

The  garden  groves  are  prodigal  of  flower, 

And  man  has  fled  from  th'  torrid  town  away 

To  rural  shades,   sea-shore,   broad  lake,   or  bay. 

Disporting  in  the  cool  refreshing  deep, 

Where  the  waves  themselves  have  sunk  to  tranquil  sleep 

Or  when  the  boys  run  out  from  school  to  play, 

They  to  the  fields  and  river-side  resort. 

Racing  across  the  meadow  nude  and  free, 

Or  in  the  stream  like  playful  dolphins  sport, 

In  morning's  broil  or  eve's  serenity. 

The  long  warm  summer's  day  is  all  too  short 

For  them,  for  the  glad  universe,   and  me. 
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WOODY    NIGHTSHADE 

Hail,   woody  nightshade  1  wheresoe'er  I  stray 
Thy  purple  clusters,   gold-tipped,   greet  my  sight. 
Thou  dost  the  lane's  with  modest  beauty  light, 
In  th'  hedgerows  blossoming  in  light  of  day; 
Thy   flower   and   fruit   upon   the  selfsame  spray, 
In  piirple,   green,   crimson,   and  orange  dight, 
Surpassing  the  red  hip  in  lustre  bright, 
And   making  all   the   dingy  hedge-rows  gay. 

Xot  thine  the  dark  malignant  poison  bane 

Of  belladonna  which  beside  thee  blooms, 

Though  it  hath  virtue  to  exorcise  pain, 

And  science  its  malignancy  o'ercomes  ; 

Thy  sweet  innocuous   fruitage  decks  the  lane, 

And  the  babe  may  feast  on  thee  where'er  it  roams. 
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THE    MULLEIN 

The  mullein's  umbel  flower  and  hollow  stalk, 
Gigantic  in  their  towering  state  I  sing. 
A  shadow  o'er  the  hawthorn  hedge  they  fling. 
Where'er  in  summer-time  we  idly  walk, 
The  bee  doth  find  some  honey  in  its  bloom, 
The  butterfly  rests  from  its  flickering  flight, 
And  e'en  some  pleasure  in  its  clouded  white 
I  gather,   and  from  it  distilled  perfume. 

The  meanest  flower  hath  beauty  of  its  own. 
And  every  humble  weed  some  nameless  charm, 
Which  the  heart  of  devotee  doth  softly  warm. 
From  fancy's  gleams  is  fairy  halo  thrown, 
Where'er  beheld  of  good  the  infinite  arm. 
Where'er  in  darkest  alley  light  is  sown. 
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THE    DEMOX    OF    UNREST 

The  old  familiar  task,  the  daily  round, 
Tiie  labour,  or  the  struggle,  or  the  strife, 
Battle  for  bread,  position,  wealth,  or  life, 
If  vinsuccessful  or  with  victory  cro^vned, 
Provides  a  mill  in  which  the  bones  are  ground ; 
The  brain  excited,  sleep  forsakes  the  bed, 
Though  it  with  rose-leaves  daintily  be  spread, 
And  welcome  rest  to  tired  brain  is  not  found. 

A  change  of  air,  the  country,  or  the  sea, 

Are  the  prescriptions  of  Hippocrates 

Or  Galen  ;  but  from  shackles  to  set  free 

Of  care  corrosive  is  full  hard  for  thee. 

Thou  slave  to  business  1    Oceans  broad,  or  seas, 

The  demon  of  unrest  fail  to  appease. 
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July 

Effulgent  light  and  tropic  heat  all  day, 
Day  after  day,   obsess  the  sultry  scene, 
Where  not  one  darksome  cloud  doth  intervene 
To  dim   hea.en's  brightness  and  the  summer  ray, 
Which  on  tired  brain,  round  languid  footsteps  play, 
O  for  the  cooling  stream,   the  mountain  heights  ! 
The  bath  in  ocean  wave  of  cool  delights  ! 
Oh,   to  the  shadeful  woods  and  fields  away. 

Though  to  the  galley-oar  of  trade  I'm  bound, 

Hope  waves  her  banner,  tunes  her  cheerful  song, 

Anticipation  hears  the  ocean  sound. 

And  cruises  islands  of  the  main  among. 

Whose  woods  with  palm  or  bounteous  oak  are  crowned. 

My  panting  soul  cries  out,   "  How  long,   how  long  ?  " 
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July 

Week  after  week  th'   pitiless  heat  pours  forth 

Unintermittently  its  torrid  tides, 

Nor  o'er  heaven's  big  blue  dome  the  rain-cloud  rides. 

Or  points  the  index-vane  east,  west,  south,  north, 

Its  variations  but   augment   the   dearth. 

The  burnt-up  fields  are  brown   as  th'   dusty  lane, 

And  th'  suffering  cattle  scarcely  life  maintain ; 

But  the  busy  bee  in  sweet  content  abides, 

And  the  butterfly,  and  a  thousand  gauze-winged  things 

Joyously  floating  in  the  sunny  beam. 

And  though  the  thrush  or  lark  no  longer  sings. 

They  hover  o'er  the  cool  refreshing  stream. 

E'en  there  the  fish  in  languid  torpor  seem. 

And  with  the  brook  cease  their  meanderings. 
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THE    CORN-FLOWER 

Bright  corn-flower,  or  blue  scabious  of  the  field, 

Remembered  days  of  youth  return  in  thee — 

Those  days  of  unalloyed  felicity — 

And  still  to  sober  age  rich  pleasure  yield. 

In  the  standing  com  ubiquitous  revealed, 

With  poppy,  marigold,   and  marguerite, 

In  youth  was  bliss,  in  age  is  passing  sweet. 

Or  when  on  garden  plats  thy  blooms  I  see 

In  beds  of  blue  effulgence,   thee  I  hail ; 

With   stocks,   and   gilliflowers,    and  roses  red, 

Or  heliotrope,   of  hue  subdued  and  pale, 

O'er  all  thou  wavest  thy  resplendent  head ; 

Blazest  in  sunshine,   tremblest  in  the  gale, 

Perpetual  laughing  on  the  garden-bed. 
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FLOWER-SHOW    IN    AUGUST 

Arena  of  fair  girl  and  beauteous  flower, 

Thy  revels  I  would  celebrate  and  sing, 

Where  the  air  with  mirth  and  bubbling  laughter  ring. 

White  tents  enshrine  the  trophies  of  the  hour, 

The  noblest  products  of  the  sun  and  shower, 

Where  Art  and  Natvure  both  their  powers  combine, 

And  the  garden's  treasiures  on  the  tables  shine  ; 

But  on  emerging  from  that  trophied  bower, 

A  big  blue  sky -shuts  in  a  wide  green  plain. 

Where  youth  and  beauty  savinter  hand  in  hand. 

The  centre  circumscribes  mad  revel's  reign. 

And  round  the  circus  beauty's  chain  doth  stand  ; 

Th'   Olympian  races  panoramic  fly, 

And  laughter  ripples   in   each   radiant  eye. 
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July 

How  pleasant  is  the  breath  of  early  morn, 

When  the  despotic  summer  rules  the  day 

With  pitiless,   hot,   unrelenting  sway  ! 

No  bird  sings  on  the  wayside  tree  or  thorn. 

No  lark  leaps  skyward  from  the  ripening  corn ; 

But  the  swallows  are  disporting  on  the  wing, 

The  butterflies  are  gaily  fluttering. 

And  the  bee  winds  joyously  its  humming  horn. 

How  welcome,  after  month-long  scorching  drought. 
The  precious  rain  to  field,  and  lawn,  and  flowers ! 
In  new- apparelled  green  the  valleys  shout ; 
Again  the  roses  deck  the  garden  bowers ; 
The  silent  groves  are  vocal  once  again 
With  the  exuberant  finch's  shrilling  strain. 
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EVENING 

July 

A  SUMMER  evening.     Day  is  almost  done ; 

The  eastern  skies  refract  its  parting  gleam, 

Which  from  bright  bannered  roseate  cloudlets  stream. 

Caught  from  the  splendours  of  the  sinking  sun, 

Whose  proud  precession   of  a  day  is  run. 

In  gracious  shadow  my  fair  garden  lies, 

Flecked  with  rose  clouds  are  the  benignant  skies, 

And  evening  hath  its  mystic  reign  begun. 

The  swallows  quit  their  nests  beneath  the  eves, 
In  happy  freedom  cleave  the  ambient  air; 
A  honied  dew  anoints  the  flowers  and  leaves. 
And  th'   unfolding  buds  which  drink  rejoicing  there  ; 
At  length  the  rising  moon  calm  heaven  receives, 
And  heaven  and  earth  in  evening  light  are  fair. 
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THE    LINDEN 

July 

Now  in  full  blossom  in  the  garden  grove 
The  linden  waves  its  pale  blooms  on  the  breeze, 
Chief  of  the  avenue's  umbrageous  trees, 
Among  whose  blooms  the  glad  bees  gaily  rove. 
Though  poor  to  sight,   their  fragrances  we  love. 
Beneath  their  ample  shade  in  soft  repose 
We  sit  from  morning's  dawn  till  evening's  close, 
And  the  luxury  and  balm  of  rest  we  prove. 

Flicker  of  butterfly  and  drone  of  bee 
Woo  slumber  to  the  eyelids  and  the  soul. 
And  oft  we  lapse  in  sleep's  felicity, 
And  sweet  oblivion  doth  its  languors  roll 
O'er  sense  and  soul,   like  being's  final  goal. 
Or  sweet  prophetic  visions  we  may  see. 
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RAIN 

July 

How  welcome  is  the  cool  refreshing  rain, 

After  long  exigence  of  summer  heat  ! 

To  herb  and  flower  and  man  and  beast  how  sweet  ! 

The  herbage  on  the  pasture  lives  again, 

And  rein  vestured  is  the  withered  plain; 

The  dark  green  of  the  wood  puts  on  the  shade 

With  which  it  was  in  early  spring  arrayed, 

And  the  powdery  dust  is  laid  on  road  and  lane. 

The  mingled  fragrances  of  flowers  arise ; 

Their  freshly  burnished  blossoms  beauteous  shine  ; 

The  rain-clouds  fleck  with  pleasant  shade  the  skies, 

And  the  zephyr  through  the  garden  arcades  sighs. 

Beneficence   and  wisdom,    God,    are  Thine, 

And  in  Thy  works  they  sweetly  harmonise. 
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July 

The  lanes  and  highways  metropolitan 

Are  scourged  by  motor-cars'   aggressive  wheels, 

Whose  wake  with  dust- clouds  the  warm  vacuum  fills, 

And  the  wayside  hedge  and  tree  are  white  and  wan. 

All  nature  suffers  'neath  the  season's  ban; 

Even  the  roses  perish  in  the  buds, 

With  calceolarias  in  their  multitudes. 

Hot  are  the  furnace  winds  our  brows  which  fan. 

Now  to  cool  river-side  the  cattle  fly. 
Stand  to  their  udders  in  the  cooling  stream, 
Or  in  the  ample  shade  of  oak-tree  lie. 
Nepenthe  finding  from  the  sun's  fierce  beam; 
And  to  the  mountain  heights  the  people  hie, 
Or  by  the  sea- shore  idly  bask  and  dream. 


SUMMER 

A    DULL    MORNING    AFTER    RAIN 

Jidy 

How  tender  is  the  pallor  of  the  morn 

When  the  bounteous  rain  hath  quenched  the  summer  heat 

Though  leaves  are  littered  broadcast  at  our  feet — 

Prophetic  that  the  trees  from  whence  they're  torn 

Shall  soon  be  sere   and   of  their  honours  shorn, 

In  autumn's  swiftly- coming  sure  decay, 

And  the  abridgment  of  the  lessening  day, 

Where  winter  looms  from  weeping  skies  forlorn. 

How  welcome  to  the  cereals  and  the  roots  ! 

And  though   the  flow'rs  droop   on   their  stalks   and  lie 

Prone  on  the  ground,   and  wither  there  and  die, 

From  every  stem  a  new  fair  blossom  shoots. 

Earth's  incense  rises  to  the  worshipped  sky 

And  praise  from  all  life  ear  of  Heaven  salutes. 
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A    PENCIL 

My  pencil,  in  thy  leaden  point  resides 

A  spell  which  gladdens  many  a  joyous  hour 

Or  weary  vigil  with  its  gracious  power. 

In  it  afflatus  from  the  gods  abides, 

And  th'  muse  its  passage  o'er  the  tablets  guides  ; 

The  fleeting  Fancy  it  inspires,   and  writes 

Sublimest  ode  or  epic  great  indites  ; 

Philosophy  to  it  great  truths  confides. 

What  more  ?     It  traces  on  the  pictured  chart 
The  earth  and  heaven  in  their  magnificence, 
It  is  the  stylus  picturesque  of  art, 
And,  dipped  in  rainbows,  steals  its  colours  thence, 
And  doth  to  canvass  deathless  glow  impart 
With   tlie  finger  almost   of  omnipotence. 


SUMMER 

MEADOW    CRANE'S-BILL 

(Geyanium  pratense) 

The  wild  geranium's  starry  clusters  bright 

Irradiate  the  meadows  in  the  spring, 

And  o'er  the  woods  prehensile  blossoms  fling 

In  summer;   so  in  autumn's  golden  light 

Its  leaves  are  as  rejoicing  to  the  sight, 

In  varied  tints  of  rainbow  lustre  glowing, 

More  brilliant  than  the  flower  in  summer  growing, 

In  rosy  sheen  and  soft  effulgence  dight. 

rhy  cultured  offspring  of  the  garden  fair, 
More  dazzling  in  effulgence  is  confess' d, 
Repaying  with  reward  my  fostering  care  ; 
But  thou  my  happy  infant  raptures  bless'd, 
Perfimiing  with  aromas  sweet  the  air, 
And  weaving  for  my  brow  a  nodding  crest. 
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July 

The  merry,  merry  hay- time  now  is  heie, 

Loading  with  sweets  the  odoriferous  mom. 

Prolific  pea-flowers  laughing  fields  adorn  ; 
The  willow- weed  and  mallow  deck  the  mere, 
Where  the  banners  of  the  meadow-sweet  appear. 
^     The  bloom  is  on  the  swelling  ears  of  corn  ; 

The  merry  throstles  wind  their  bugle- horn 
At  break  of  day,  and  blackbirds'  solos  cheer 

The  pensiveness  of  eve  with  silvern  song. 
The  gardens  are  ablaze  with  dazzling  bloom. 

Rosacea  chief  the  multitude  among. 
And  simimer's  golden  splendours  ladiant  come. 

The  bees  are  murmuring  the  whole  day  long 
Amid  the  linden- trees  their  drowsy  hum. 
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July  25,  1905 

SoMNOLENXY  and  summer  rule  the  day, 
A  lotus-languor  steals  o'er  sense   and  soul, 
And  indolence  doth   Fancy's  flights  control. 

That   laureate   of   the   grove,    the   tireless   thrush, 

In  silence  his  eternal  song  doth  hush, 
Or  indolently  chirps  spasmodic  lay. 

As  in  a  bath  of  tropic  heat  we  roll, 
Abortive  are  all  efforts  to  be  gay. 

Imagination's  flights  are  feebly  flown, 
And   Poesy  hangs  up  his  tuneless  lyre. 

We  might  long  for  the  northern  frozen  zone, 
Did  not  the  effort  panting  spirit  tire. 

E'en   Pegasus  is  limp   and  wingless  grown, 
And  from  low  earth  is  powerless  to  aspire. 
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July 

Summer  is  now  ascendant,  and  the  wind 
Blows  furnace  hot  upon  the  fevered  brow, 
All  at  Apollo's  shrine  in  worship  bow. 

His  potent  beams,   beneficently  kind, 
Nature's  miraculous  forces  all  unbind  : 
The  wheat  is  in  the  ear,   the  hayfield  now 
Doth  the  enamoured  air  with  sweets  endow. 

And  the  gardens  full  of  floral  gems  we  find ; 

While  'mid  the  ripening  oats  the  corn-flower  blooms 

And  the  scabious'   and  poppies'  banners  wave. 
And  in  the  gardens  the  red  rose  perfumes 

Their  sweet  seclusions;   there  the  bee  doth   lave 
In  honied  baths,  while  for  our  fountained  rooms, 

In  moil  of  labour  the  tired  workers  crave. 


126 


SUMMER 


THE    SKYLARK 

ShYLAKK,    the  sUenccs  of  summer  skies 
Are  riv'n  by  thy  sweet  song  at  peep  of  day, 
Saluting  with  thy  orisons  the  ray 
Of  earliest  sunshine,  while  the  thrush  abyes 
Somnolent,   and  the  blackbird  scarce  replies 
From  distant  brake  to  thy  exultant  lay; 
For  in  a  cooler  zone  thou  canst  be  gay 
In  song  which   holy  angel  choirs  outvies. 

At   midday   the  soft  cooing  of  the  dove, 
With  hum  of  bees  amid  the  linden-trees, 
Makes  pleasant  refrain  in   the  palsied  grove, 
Where  the  flickering  shadows  its  intricacies 
Cool,   while  in   dreamy  languor  there  we   rove, 
Or  stretch  our  weary  limbs,  inviting  ease. 
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July 

The  chorus  of  the  vocal  groves  I  sing, 

Though  quenched  and  silent  now  in  summer's  reign 

In  loss  what  compensation  large  we  gain 
In  fields'  and  gardens'  bounteous  blossoming, 
In  plains  which  trophied   fruits  for  harvest  bring  ! 

The  ripening  cornfields  laugh  with  golden  grain. 

And  whisper  in  the  breeze  their  low  refrain, 
And  the  orchards  with  Pomona's  worship  ring. 

But  memory  reanimates  the  grove, 
Where  only  now  the  cushat's  moan  is  heard, 

And  the  blackbird's  and  the  throstle's  songs,  which  strove 
In  spring,  in  loving  rivalry,   conferred 

A  cherished  memory  we  dearly  love. 
Sweet  as  the  Diva's  song  or  Love's  soft  word. 
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MIDSUMMER 

What  is  the  subtle  glamour  which  pervades 
The  fragrant  and  exultant  whispering  dawn, 
The  long-drawn  and  delightfully  placid  eve  ? 
'Tis  summer,  with  its  soft  luxuriant  shades, 
In  garden  grove  with  velvet  textured  lawn  ; 
We  cull  the  flowers  of  Poesy,  and  leave 
The  earth  on  Fancy's  wing  as  th'  lark  aspires. 
And  blends  its  song  with  heaven's  exulting  choirs. 
Now  on  a  brook's  or  river's  side  we  stray, 
With  rod  in  hand,  to  snare  the  speckled  trout; 
Now  on  the  wings  of  speed  we  haste  away 
And  roam  the  countries  of  the  world  about, 
By  sounding  shore  or  mountain's  lonely  height, 
And  revel  in  the  summer's  warm  delight. 
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SHOWERS 

How  beneficently  sweet  the  summer  showers, 
Which  on  the  drooping  flowers  reviving  fall, 
And  from  their  death-like  swoon  to  life  recall ! 

How  magically  buds  expand  to  flowers, 

Illume  the  beds,  and  crown  the  nodding  bowers ! 
How  flush  with  glory  that  warm  southern  wall ! 
How  drinks  the  drops  that  Rose  Imperial, 

And  holds  as  in  a  cup  those  crystal  dowers  ! 
And  when  the  sun  that  honied  chaUce  sups, 

What  blushing  response  his  caress  receives  ! 
In  his  fervid  ray  the  flower  no  longer  droops, 

But  a  new  life  of  love  and  beauty  lives. 

So  the  garden  its  exhausted  sweets  recoups, 
By  the  shower  which  of  its  blossoms  first  bereaves. 
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SILENCE 

The  utter  silence  of  the  summer  morn 
Impresses  with  its  calmness  of  repose, 
When  'mid  the  trees  no  faintest  zeph\T  blows. 

Nor  light  breeze  makes  a  ripple  in  the  corn, 

And  moveless  clouds  the  mountain-tops  adorn, 
The  flutt'ring  butterflies  on  flow'rets  doze. 
And  the  river  in  its  channel  voiceless  flows. 

Only  the  fly  which  yesterday  was  born 
Intones  its  drowsy  whisper  on  the  air. 

The  palsied  mist  sleeps  on  the  dew-sprent  fields ; 
The  kine  to  the  calm  river -side  repair, 

Beneath  the  willow,  which  cool  shelter  yields  ; 
The  rabbit  quits  not  its  cool,  shelt'ring  lair, 

i  hat  from  the  heat  and  prowling  Reynard  shieldV 
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THE    GOLDEN    SUNSHINE 

The  golden  sunshine — golden  in  the  morn, 
When  from  the  gates  of  day  the  sun  leaps  forth. 
His  godlike  radiance  illumes  the  earth, 
And  another  golden  summer  day  is  born. 

'Tis  golden  in  the  hot  and  blazing  noon. 
When  on  the  green  savannah  it  shines  down. 
And  the  alchemy  of  light  from  heaven's  high  crown 
Transmutes  to  golden  haze  the  light  of  June. 

'Tis  golden  in  the  evening,  when  the  sun 
Hastes  to  his  setting  in  the  glowing  west, 
And  sylphide  footsteps  on  the  pathway  run 
Of  ocean  where  the  golden  sunbeams  rest, 
Sinking  in  splendour,  when  the  day  is  done, 
From  sight  on  tranquil  ocean's  golden  breast. 
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July 

How  balmy  is  the  summer  breeze  which  blows 

Laden  with  fragrances  from  southern  climes  ! 

How  th'  zephyr  its  refrain  vEolian  chimes 
Melliffluous !  and  how  those  clouds  oppose 

Delightful  mitigation  to  the  heat, 

Behind  whose  shade  the  sun  makes  cool  retreat, 
Quenched  in  whose  bath  his  beams  their  fervours  lose, 

Nor  on  our  aching  heads  their  ardours  beat  ! 
Anon  those  gracious  clouds  distil  sweet  rain. 

Which  falls,   reviving  every  drooping  flower, 
Refreshing  herbage  on  the  burning  plain. 

So  gratefully  earth  drinks  each  golden  shower, 
And  faltering  song  its  burden  lifts  again, 

And  joyful  celebrates  th'  exultant  hour. 
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RIPENING    CORN 

How  beautiful  the  fields  of  golden  corn, 

Fast  ripening  for  the  sickle  in  the  sun  ! 

How  pleasant  through  those  glowing  fields  to  run, 
And  pluck  the  floral  trophies  which  adorn 
The  wheat-field  and  the  barley  in  the  morn  ! 

The  poppy,  marigold,   and  corn-flower  shine 

From  early  morn  to  sultry  day's  decline. 
What  loving  memories  thereof  are  born 

Of  rambles  with  a  loved  one  in  the  field ! 
Of  one  whose  eyes  outshone  the  corn-flower  blue. 

Whose  lips  more  carmine  than  the  red  revealed 
Upon  the  poppy,  mine  magnetic  drew, 

And  Love's  young  vows  at  Nature's  shrine  were  sealed. 
And  the  sunny  hours  in  blissful  raptures  flew, 
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July  31,  1905 

Awake,  my  muse !  and  sing  the  glorious  praise 
Of  summer  in  its  high  meridian  pride. 
The  garden's  flowers,   with  radiant  colours  dyed: 

The  damask  rose  its  coronal  doth  raise ; 

There  th'  loving  zeph\T  through  the  alleys  strays; 
There  the  golden  calcie  decks  the  green  lawn's  side, 
And  phlox  flings  out  its  banners  far  and  wide, 

And  delphinia  blue  its  regal  bloom  displays. 

And  the  fragrances  of  rose  and  pea  combine 
With  the  linden  and  syringa's  nectarous  sweets, 

With   arborescent  svy^eet -briar  and  woodbine. 
And  clematis  magnolia  loving  meets, 

Where  o'er  the  cottage  porch  they  intertwine, 

Which  the  cottar  from  his  toil  with  welcome  greet?. 
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July 

The  august  reign  of  summer's  golden  time 

In  stately  majesty  asserts  its  sway. 

How  long  the  shining  of  th'  imperial  day 
In  power  and  splendour  !  how  the  periods  chime  ! 
In  proud  majestic  pomp  the  sun  doth  chmb 

And  scatter  radiance,  while  we  still  delay 

To  rise,  or  greet  the  great  orb's  shining  ray. 
So  oft  the  summer  day  hath  reached  its  prime 

Before  we  greet  his  godUke  golden  beams. 
In  prodigality  of  waste  we  throw 

Away  a  morning.     Long  the  noontide  seems, 
And  long  the  evening's  sweet  protracted  glow. 

And  night,  though  starless,  with  bright  gloaming  gleams, 
And  doth  with  meditation's  peace  o'erflow. 
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MY    GARDEN 

Morning  and  noon  and  eve  I  pace  the  bounds 
Of  my  fair  garden  every  summer's  day, 
With  its  o'erflowing  floral  splendours  gay  ; 

And  though  no  bird-song  in  its  alleys  sounds, 
Its  flowers  sufi&ce  to  charm  th'  enamoiured  sight, 

Its  fragrances  which  through  the  arcades  play, 

Its  bees  and  butterflies  abroad  which  stray, 
The  senses  gladden  with  supreme  delight. 

I  count  the  roses,   greet  each  opening  flower 
Unfolding  to  the  sunshine's  warm  caress; 

Those  clusters  which  enwreath  my  rustic  bower, 
The  clematis'  and  woodbine's  blossoms  bless; 

Or  gladden  with  Syringa's  snow-white  shower. 
And  in  its  narrow  bounds  find  happiness. 
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SHOWERY    WEATHER 

How  brilliant  is  the  sunshine  after  rain  ! 

The  shadows  on  the  causeway  how  defined, 

Whereon  the  trees  are  graphically  outlined ! 
How  the  fierce  light  irradiates  th*^  plain  ! 

And  how  the  diamond  drops  are  sparkling  there 
On  th'  blades  of  grass,  in  th'  laughing  daisy's  cup 
And  th'  drooping  garden  flowers  with  joy  look  up, 

And  th'  rose  distils  its  fragrance  on  the  air. 

A  myriad  gnats  their  bugle-horns  intone, 

And  the  bees  boom  forth  their  droning  lullaby. 

Of  all  the  birds,  the  cushat  sings  alone, 

Except  the  corncrake,  which  afield  doth  cry. 

For  the  singing  birds  are  fled  to  cooler  zone 
To  cooler  zone  I  fain  with  them  would  fly. 
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THE'^ CRESCENT    MOON 

Again  that  august  visitant  returns,  "^ 

And  charms  the  evening  hour  with  lucid  ray, 
Shining  upon  the  confines    )t   the  day, 

Just  on  the  verge  of  night,  where  rhe  vision  bums 
'  )f  sunset  splendour,  and  the  spirit  yearns 

For  light  upon  the  dark  mysterious  way 

Of  life  and  time,  which  make  no  pause  or  stay, 
And  the  soul  o'er  life's  illusions  sadly  mourns. 

But  yet  in  evening's  calmly  pensive  hour. 

With  darkness  and  eternity  so  near, 
The  earnest  and  assurance  of  Heaven's  dower 

In  the  whisper  of  the  evening  winds  we  hear. 
For  ere  the  hastening  night  of  darkness  lower 

The  crescent  moon,  like  hope's  light,  doth  appear. 
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July 

In  the  silence  of  the  woods  the  ceaseless  drone 
Of  insect  life  pervades  the  languid  air, 
The  only  song  instead  of  bird-song  there, 

And  seems  out  of  the  solemn  silence  grown, 

A  sleepy,  sense-enthralling  monotone. 
To  couch  upon  the  turf  or  cushioned  chair 
And  list  the  hum,  and  drink  the  perfumed  air 

In  glade  or  garden  bower,  life's  rest  doth  crown. 

Stay,  summer,  stay!  thy  lingering  flight  retard. 

Stay,  flower  on  stem  !  stay,  blossom  on  the  tree 
Winter  comes  all  too  soon,  with  rigours  hard 

To  quench  the  summer's  sweet  felicity. 
Though  pleasantly  beneath  its  smile  we've  fared, 

Soon  from  our  feeble  grasp  'twill  ruthless  flee. 
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July 

July,  the  crown  of  golden  summer,  shines. 

The  charlock  and  the  poppy  deck  the  com, 

The  pimpernel  and  scabious  adorn 

The  waving  wheat-field,  and  the  hop-yard  vines 

Aspire  ;    and  though  the  songsters  of  the  grove 

Xo  longer  pipe  their  merry  lays  around, 

The  lark's  song  doth  from  heaven's  blue  vault  resound, 

And  the  woods  reverberate  with  coo  of  dove. 

The  grass  is  falling  to  the  scythe's  wide  sweep ; 

The  village  maidens  toss  the  tedded  hay; 

Joy  doth  her  festival  of  gladness  keep 

And  laughs  the  long-procession' d  hours  away; 

While  pallid  thought  itself  refrains  to  weep 

Because  of  fleeting  summer's  transient  stay. 
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SUNDAY    MORNING 

June 

The  piping  wind,  how  musical  the  sound 

When  all  the  groves  in  summer  hush  are  stilled  ! 

The  void  is  still  with  song  melodious  filled. 

So  when  the  voices  of  th'  orchestral  choir 

In  psalms  and  hymns  devout  to  heaven  aspire, 

The  organ's  music  floats  the  aisles  around 

And  fills  the  soul  with  reverence  profound, 

And  heaven  is  to  the  mind  devout  revealed, 

What  time  on  Sabbath  morn  the  sunshine  streams 

Through  gloried  window  on  transfigured  nave, 

And  in  the  haloed  lustre  of  the  beams, 

The  kneeling  worshippers  God's  blessing  crave  : 

A  little  heaven  divine  on  earth  it  seems, 

From  th'  eternal  harmonies  of  heaven  a  wave. 
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THE    CLOVER-FIELD 

The  clover -field,  with  purple  blossom  dight, 
What  billows  of  sweet  perfume  float  around  I 
What  reservoirs  of  honey  there  are  found  : 
How  royally  robed  the  field  in  heaven's  light  : 
To  what  a  feast  the  bees  it  doth  invite  ! 
The  butterflies,  on  many-coloured  wing, 
Amid  its  blooms  are  gaily  fluttering. 
And  are  a  feast  of  colour  to  the  sight. 

Its  colour  and  its  fragrance  charm  away 

The  memory  of  trouble  e'er  so  great, 

Or  sorrows  which  persistent  with  us  stay, 

Or  the  thousand  ills  which  on  oiir  footsteps  wa, 

The  Nemesis  inexorable  of  fate — 

So,  'neath  the  sword  of  Damocles,  we're  gay. 
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PREVALENCE    OF    RAIN 

July 

How  beautiful  the  sweet,  reviving  rain 

To  thirsty  earth — an  elixir  divine  ! 

How  after  it  the  drooping  flowers  shine, 

Grateful  their  pristine  beauty  to  regain  ! 

And  the  bright  verdure  on  the  hill  and  plain 

Blushes  effulgent  with  reanimate  green, 

Where  the  bleating  flocks  and  lowing  herds  are  seen 

With  touch  of  living  colour  earth  to  stain. 

But  if  the  floodgates  of  the  skies  are  torn 
Asunder  and  a  watery  deluge  fall, 
The  widening  inundations  spread  forlorn, 
And  ruined  crops  the  husbandman  appal. 
Prone  in  the  valleys  lies  the  bearded  corn, 
And  ruined  desolation  swallows  aU. 
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A    THUNDERSTORM 

July 

Proverbial  summer's  nine  warm  sultry  days 

Have  come  and  gone,  followed  by  tempest's  force, 

With  lightning's  flash,  and  thunder  loud  and  hoarse, 

Which  round  our  heads  with  heaven's  artillery  plays, 

To  the  sylphids  of  the  garden's  deep  amaze. 

The  merry  haymakers  to  shelter  fly. 

The  timid  sheep  'neath  spreading  oak-trees  lie. 

Panting  with  terror,  and  the  cattle  raise 

Their  booming  bellow;  hounds  bay  in  aitright. 

As  suddenly  heaven  clears,  returns  the  hght, 

The  sun  breaks  forth,  dispersing  every  cloud, 

The  distant  hills  are  luminously  bright 

As  retreating  clouds  no  more  their  forms  enshroud. 

And  all  the  dimpling  vales  in  smiles  are  dight. 
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July 

How  strangely  silent  is  the  muffled  morn  ! 

No  song  of  birds  pervades  the  shady  lane  ; 

The  crunch  of  gravel  'neath  our  feet  sounds  plain  ; 

Only  the  rustle  of  the  growing  corn, 

Stirred  by  the  whispering  zephyr — the  forlorn 

Note  of  the  chiff-chaff  in  far-distant  brake 

Doth  the  somnific  silences  awake, 

'Mid  languorous  gossamers  by  the  hedgerows  worn. 

Only  the  shrill  of  raucous  chanticleer, 

Or  the  rook's  caw,  or  hum  of  buzzing  fly, 

Falls  with  discordance  on  the  listening  ear, 

To  which  e'en  echo  wakes  not  to  reply. 

Now  are  the  shades  and  the  poet's  measures  dear 

When  'neath  the  trees  on  river's  banks  we  lie. 
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July 

The  month  of  radiant  sunshine  and  of  flowers, 

Of  silent  groves  somnitie,  and  of  shade, 

By  bounteous  redundant  foliage  made 

To  mitigate  the  sultry  noontide  hours. 

Sometimes  dark  clouds  pour  down  refreshing  showers. 

In  the  broad  meadow  lies  the  tedded  hay, 

And  pours  its  fragrance  on  the  glowing  day, 

And  soon  th'  aspiring  stack  to  heaven  towers. 

After  the  frolic  maids,  buxom  and  fair, 

Have  tossed  and  turned  the  swathes  to  sun  and  breeze. 

And  to  the  field  all  day  the  wains  repair, 

And  the  brawny  swains  with  forks  the  tall  cocks  seizP| 

Till  the  hay-stack  rewards  the  farmer's  care, 

Thatched  with  fine  art  in  rustic  symmetries. 
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ON    THE    SUDDEN    SUBSIDENCE    OF    THE 
CAMPANILE    AT    VENICE    ON 

July  i4tJi,   1902 

Venice,  thy  story  of  th'  heroic  past 
Fills  and  illuminates  bright  history's  page, 
And  still  thou'rt  beauteous  in  decay  and  age. 
Thy  palaces  in  ruins  are  laid  waste. 
With  column,  architrave,   and  sculpture  graced. 
Where  thy  rotting  and  collapsing  piles  repose 
On  the  blue  flood  where  once  wide  empire  rose, 
And  commerce  ebbed  and  flowed  like  ocean  vast. 

The  works  of  master  spirits  still  adorn 
Ihy  mouldy  galleries.     Great  Titian  there 
Sheds  glory  on  those  hoary  walls  forlorn, 
And  th'  Lion  moves  not  from  his  stately  lair, 
Though  thy  Campanile  is  from  its  proud  base  torn, 
Where  late  it  towered  beside  the  Doge's  stair. 
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July 

The  burning  summer's  sun  scorches  the  plain, 
The  burdened  meadows  fall  beneath  the  scythe, 
Where  the  dappled  snakes  in  convolutions  writhe, 
xAnd  the  lark's  sad  threnodies  o'er  torn  nests  rain, 
And  the  fragrance  of  the  hay  floods  road  and  lane. 
The  hawthorn's  withered  bloom  litters  the  walks. 
No  more  the  crimson  dyes  the  chestnut  stalks. 
And  the  lilac  bushes  lose  their  vermeil  stain. 

Laburnum's  golden  chains  no  longer  droop ; 
The  rowan  white  hath  shed  its  blossom  fair; 
But  th'  pale  acacias  their  tresses  loop. 
And  wave  odorous  on  the  languid  air, 
And  wild  briar -roses  to  the  skies  look  up 
Upon  the  hedge-rows  blooming  everywhere. 
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July  2 

When  the  wheat  is  in  the  ear,  and  eke  in  flower, 
Crowning  with  tremulous  beauty  each  tall  stalk, 
How  pleasant  through  the  waving  fields  to  walk 
In  morning's  bright  exhilarating  hour ! 
When  the  lark  sings  from  high  aerial  tower ; 
While  yet  the  thrush  carols  its  matin  lay, 
And  blackbirds  dreamful,  silvery  lutelets  play. 
And  th'  hay  with  fragrance  doth  the  fields  endower. 

The  diamond  dew  still  lingers  in  the  rose. 

The  whispering  wind  wafts  fragrance  on  the  breeze, 

The  thin,  calm  atmosphere  doth  interpose 

A  lucid  veil  of  soft  transparencies, 

And  all  the  flowers  at  night  their  cups  which  close 

Wake  to  the  joy  of  day's  felicities. 
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HAYMAKING 

July  4 

How  beautiful  the  hay  on  summer's  mom, 

When  the  sun  shines  down  from  his  solstitial  height, 

And  the  balmy  air  glows  with  excess  of  light, 

When  wild  briar-roses  waysides  green  adorn, 

And  the  hedgerows  blossom  gay  with  white  hawthorn  ! 

The  buxom  village  dames  and  maidens  fair 

With  fork  and  rake  in  blithe  accord  repair, 

To  ted  the  hay  from  rolling  meadows  shorn. 

Labour  and  laughing  frolic  all  the  day, 

From  blush  of  dawn  engross  the  jocxmd  hours, 

In  work  which  hath  the  charm  and  joy  of  play, 

And  rest  comes  'neath  the  field's  arcadian  bowers  ; 

So  till  the  nightingale  begins  its  lay, 

The  glowworm  lights  its  lamp,and  th'  moon  radiant  tower 
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July  5,    1905 

The  elder  and  the  wild  briar-rose,  how  fair 

Their  blossoming  in  summer's  golden  time, 

When  the  giddy  lark  to  heaven  doth  singing  climb, 

When  soporific  haze  enwreathes  the  air, 

And  lotus-languor  doth  heat's  burden  bear, 

In  a  sim-washed,  dreamy  landscape,  where  the  kine 

In  the  cool  shade  to  ruminate  recline. 

Or  to  the  rivers'  shallow  creeks  repair  ! 

Anon  a  gentle  rain  allays  the  heat. 

Pattering  on  thirsty  leaves  and  drooping  flowers. 

The  pulse  of  nature  doth  reviving  beat 

In  glad  refreshment  from  the  cooling  showers. 

The  fragrance  of  the  flowers  is  still  more  sweet, 

More  luminously  bright  the  laughing  hours. 
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July  y.   1905 

How  joyous  is  the  dawn  of  a  summer's  day, 
Though  silence  broods  on  the  enchanted  grove, 
And  we  hear  no  more  the  songsters  that  we  love  ! 
The  blackbird  and  the  throstle,  loud  and  gay, 
Nor  th'  merry  chaffinches  their  shrill  pipes  play ; 
But  still  we  hear  the  softly  plaintive  dove. 
And  th'  skylark's  seraph-song  from  heaven  above. 

And  zephyrs  whisper  down  the  flowery  way, 
For  the  wild  rose  and  bramble  deck  the  lane, 
The  elder  and  the  honeysuckle  bloom ; 
Haymakers  frolic  on  the  sun-washed  plain, 
And  th'  tedded  hay  wafts  wide  its  sweet  perfume. 
Though  oft  the  clouds  pour  down  torrential  rain, 
The  lightnings  flash,'  and  volleyed  thunders  boom. 
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July  II,   1905 

Summer  is  here,  in  glorious  splendour  dight, 

Wherein  no  darkness  is,  but  all  is  day. 

And  midnight  is  but  gloaming's  shadowy  ray ; 

So  bountiful  is  nature  of  its  light, 

So  summer,  robed  in  flowery  mantle  bright. 

Doth  full  magnificence  of  pomp  display. 

From  marguerita  white  to  roses  gay. 

In  varied  colour  infinite  to  sight. 

The  merry,  merry  hay -time  beauteous  reigns. 
The  mower  whets  his  scythe  and  cuts  the  sward, 
And  th'  succulent  pea  o'er  the  rejoicing  plains 
The  labours  of  the  husbandman  reward. 
With  fragrant  hay  he  loads  the  lumbering  wains. 
And  the  stack  grows  in  opulent  farm-yard. 
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THE    SEDGE-WARBLER 

In  pensive  eve,  and  by  the  river -side, 

How  oft  in  wandering  I  list  thy  song, 

Which  to  the  midnight  hour  thou  dost  prolong 

In  emulation  of  night's  august  pride, 

The  nightingale !     Or  ere  day's  light  hath  died 

Away  in  eve,  thy  mimic  lay  among 

The  minstrels  of  the  grove  trills  loud  and  strong. 

Like  that  of  the  bold  thrush,  or  thence  doth  glide 

To  mimicry  of  the  blackbird's  pensive  lay. 

Or  that  life-long  prisoner  canary's  note. 

So  thine  unwearied  song,  through  night  and  day, 

To  ear  attent  in  varied  range  is  wrought, 

From  depth  of  marshy  swamp  and  willowed  bay. 

On  vocal  morn  or  pensive  evening  brought. 
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EVENING 

July  12,  1905 

How  pleasant,  when  the  sultry  day  is  done, 
And  th'  orb  of  light  sinks  in  the  glowing  west ! 
After  a  day  of  toil,  how  sweet  to  rest ! 
How  glorious  the  pathway  of  the  sun, 
When,  the  orbit  of  a  daily  cycle  run, 
The  spirit,  with  fierce  heat  no  more  oppressed, 
Is  by  soft  evening's  calm  and  coolness  blessed, 
And  welcome  rest  after  day's  toil  is  won  ! 

To  gaze  upon  that  orb's  bright  shimmering  train, 

Pulsing  with  colours  of  a  myriad  dye, 

To  trace  the  lengthening  shadows  on  the  plain. 

And  in  cool  arborescent  shade  to  he. 

Till  daylight  fades  and  Dian  'gins  her  reign, 

Are  pensive  and  soft  dreamy  ecstasy. 
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July  13,   1905 

The  harvest  of  the   hay  was  here,  hath  gone ; 

The  merry  maids  and  jocund  swains  are  fled. 

One  stage  in  summer's  pilgrimage  is  sped. 

Now  all  the  garden  flowers  their  queen  enthrone- 

Rosacea,  fairest  flower  beneath  the  sun. 

Her  beauteous  train  is  by  glad  votaries  led, 

In  emblazonry  of  gold  and  blue  and  red, 

And  Vertumnus  hath  his  plenteous  reign  begun. 

Berries  and  ciu-rants  overflow  his  horn, 

The  gushing  strawberry,  the  raspberry's  vine, 

Nect'rine  and  plum  the  garden  walls  adorn, 

And  th'  peach  in  pink  and  creamy  bloom  doth  shine  ; 

Afield  is  flowering  all  the  rippling  corn. 

And  th'  bowers  are  wreathed  around  with  sweet  woodbine. 
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TO  JOSEPH  CHAMBER!  \IN,  ON  THE  ATTAIN- 
MENT OF  HIS  SEVENTIETH  BIRTHDAY 
AND  THE  THIRTIETH  ANNIVERSARY  OF 
HIS    PARLIAMENTARY  CAREER 

Leader  of  mighty  men,   the  mightiest  thou, 
Returning  from  a  hundred  battles  won ; 
Victor  from  many  a  glorious  Marathon, 
To  thy  Thermopylae  compelled  to  bow  ; 
Thou  dost  array  for  fiercer  conflict  now, 
And  ere  thy  hastening  sands  of  life  be  run, 
On  a  Salamis  shall  set  thy  glorious  sun, 
And  thence  a  Plata^an  victory  shall  grow. 

The  people's  Tribune,  champion  of  their  cause, 
For  greatest  numbers'  good  thou  still  dost  fight. 
Author  and  legislator  of  just  laws, 
Built  on  th'  eternal  rock  of  truth  and  right. 
Which  shall  blind  error's  folly  make  to  pause. 
And  wake  to  wisdom's  policy  and  light. 
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July  24,   1905 

U.vBROKEN  silence  palsies  the  mute  groves 
When  summer  climbs  to  its  solstitial  height, 
WTien  day  absorbs  and  darkness  leaves  the  night, 
Wherein  no  voice  but  the  melancholy  dove's 
Doth  emphasise  the  stillness,  and  the  breeze 
Whispers  .'Eolian  languorous  symphonies. 

When  day  and  eve  melt  in  the  amber  west, 

Hesperus  only  lights  her  lamp  divine. 

Amid  the  hierarchies  of  heaven  confest 

The  only  beacon  star  therein  to  shine  : 

And  seems  in  blaze  of  golden  haze  to  rest, 

Or  in  a  bath  of  soporific  wine, 

Till  the  full  moon,  like  a  palace  of  the  blest. 

Shines  forth.     For  such  fair  spirit -house  I  pine. 
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SUMMER    SILENCE 

J  lily  15,   1905 

In  the  silence  which  encompasses  the  groves 

In  summer  time,  the  soft  melodious  wind 

Atones  and  satisfies  the  thoughtful  mind, 

Which  every  note  in  nature's  gamut  loves, 

And  e'en  the  moan  of  winter's  weird  approves  : 

How  much  more  then  the  summer's  zephyr  kind, 

When  the  birds  in  lethargy  of  summer  find 

Repose  in  silence  !    So  harmonious  moves 

The  shining  starry  galaxy  on  high, 

Intoning  song  audible  to  seraph  ear; 

Or  sometimes  they  in  solemn  silence  fly, 

And  scarcely  zephyr  song  the  angels  hear  : 

So  Zephyrus,  I  list  thy  plaintive  sigh, 

When  earth  with  them  its  silent  course  doth  steer. 
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THE    SEEMING    PAUSE    OF    SUMMER    IN    ITS 
FLIGHT 

July  i6,   1905 

Time  seems  to  pause  on  its  eternal  flight, 
And  summer,  seated  on  a  stable  throne, 
Its  sway  abiding  Nature's  self  doth  own  ; 
In  undiminished  lustre  shines  the  Light, 
And  unobserved  creeps  up  th'  encroaching  night ; 
No  withered  leaves  upon  the  path  are  strown, 
And  though  the  roses  are  too  swiftly  blown, 
They  bloom  again,  refreshing  to  the  sight. 

And  though  a  lotus-languor  quells  the  grove. 

The  nightingale  sings  aU  the  summer  long. 

Its  nightly  lay  unspeakably  we  love. 

Though  sultry  day  is  all  devoid  of  song. 

But  yet  swift  Time  on  noiseless  wings  doth  move 

With  earth,  the  shining  stars  of  heaven  among. 
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THE    RED    POPPY 

The  poppy  red  its  fragile  chalice  sways 

In  th'  warm  wind  of  a  sultry  summer's  day. 

Among  the  garden's  myriad  flowers  how  gay  ! 

On  the  meadows,  fells,  and  cornfields  what  a  blaze, 

Which  'mid  the  green  and  gold  delights  the  gaze ! 

And  on  the  steep  slopes  of  the  railway  line 

Doth  like  a  flaming  danger-signal  shine. 

Its  baleful  essence  is  that  ginn  which  lays 

The  strong  man  prostrate  in  mephitic  sleep, 

Though  gorgeous  visions  throng  besotted  brain  ; 

The  Cup  of  Circe,  whose  potations  deep 

May  be  exorcisement  of  thought  and  pain ; 

But  though  the  sorrowing  drink  and  cease  to  weep, 

It  degrades  to  sensuaUsm's  swinish  reign. 
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July   17,    1905 

Summer,  where  overpowering  heat  prevails, 

And  silence  seals  the  groves  in  magic  thrall, 

Doth  for  reposeful  admiration  call. 

Only  the  absent  bird-song  ear  bewails ; 

But  burning  sultry  day  the  shadow  hails 

Of  grey  clouds  when  the  cooling  showers  fall. 

Refreshing  by  their  influence  magical 

The  burdened  soul  when  flesh  exhausted  fails. 

When  with  the  palsied  glades  the  soul  is  dumb 
And  the  sacred  fount  of  Helicon  is  sealed. 
How  welcomely  the  pattering  rain-drops  come  ! 
How  laughs  the  garden,  joys  the  burnished  held  ! 
How,  in  the  haven  of  the  latticed  room. 
Soft  shelter  and  cool  refuge  are  revealed  ! 
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THE    HEDGE-SPARROW,    OR    ACCENTOR 

Humble  house-sparrow,  whose  monotonous  tweet, 
Is  heard  around  our  dwelling  all  the  year, 
Not  thou  the  heavenly  muse  enthronest  here. 
But  of  the  more  patrician  kind  I  treat, 
Whose  dainty  song,  melodiously  sweet, 
Is  heard  in  field  and  coppice  ringing  clear, 
Though  not  as  the  song-thrush  or  ouzel  dear. 

But  the  buttercup  and  daisy  at  our  feet 
Gain  meed  of  admiration,  though  the  rose 
Compels  our  homage  in  the  gardens  fair  : 
So  thy  sweet  universal  carol  flows, 
Charming,  with  prouder  rivalries  to  dare. 
And  though  the  loud  wind's  organ-music  blows, 
As  pleasing  are  the  whispers  of  the  air. 
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EVENING    AND    NIGHT 

July  22,  1905 

To  torpor  and  deep  silence  of  warm  day 
Succeeds  the  silence  of  the  hooded  eve. 
The  nightingale  in  vesper-song  doth  grieve, 
We  hear  no  more  the  ouzel's  silvery  lay, 
Or  th'  merle's  loud  lyre,  or  linnet's  carol  gay. 
'Tis  silence  all  where  th'  sinking  sun  doth  leave 
A  path  of  splendour,  and  rose-clouds  receive 
Sol's  parting  kiss  when  night  usurps  the  sway. 

What  restful  calm  pervades  the  witching  hour  ! 
What  halcyon  peace  broods  on  the  tranquil  breast 
'Neath  skies  where  no  loud  hurtling  tempests  lower, 
Like  a  summer  sea  round  islands  of  the  blest^ 
And  night  doth  heaven  with  myriad  lamps  endowei:. 
Now  in  encroaching  darkness  manifest. 
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THE    DUMA 

Lo  !  Light  and  liberty,  cause  and  effect, 

The  sapling  and  the  mighty  oak  sublime. 

To  know  is  to  fair  Fortune's  height  to  climb. 

Knowledge  hath  tyranny  of  ages  wrecked. 

England  the  free,  and  France,  the  larger  home 

Of  liberty,  and  the  great  Western  States, 

Have  opened  wide  Fortune's  and  Freedom's  gates. 

Fate  hath  pronounced  the  everlasting  doom 

Of  tyranny  in  Russia's  groaning  land, 

Th'  Autocracy,  as  ever,  fights  to  death. 

But  Patriotism,  unarmed,  doth  bravely  stand, 

And  shouts  its  tocsin  cry  with  clamorous  breath  ; 

The  Duma  doth  unflinchingly  demand 

Freedom,  man's  birthright,  God's  great  heaven  beneath. 
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July  23,  1905 

Th'  enchantment  of  warm  summer  rules  the  day. 
Glad  hay-  time  sped,   the  corn  is  ripening  fast. 
Nature  in  soporific  trance  seems  cast. 
The  birds  have  ceased  their  madrigals  to  play, 
And  all  in  silence  and  close  covert  stay. 

How  wearisome  the  heat  where  labour  strives 

In  its  o'ercrowded,  swart,  industrial  hives — 

Heat  which  no  breath  of  heaven  doth  there  allay  ! 

But  where  the  surf  breaks  on  the  golden  sand, 
Or  spicy  breezes  waft  o'er  isles  of  bUss, 
The  summer  smiles  with  radiancy  bland. 
And  doth  the  cool  waves  into  fervour  kiss  ; 
From  far  we  hasten  to  the  jewelled  strand, 
Where  for  a  time  life's  cares  and  trouble  cease. 


167 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


THE    RING-OUZEL 

Bird  of  the  moorland  and  the  mountain,  hail ! 
Thy  welcome  form  the  momitaineer  descries 
When  he  the  heaven- aspiring  ascent  tries, 
And  lists  thy  song,  tossed  on  the  ruffling  gale, 
Thy  sable  plumage  and  thy  gorget  pale 
Flitting  across  the  fern- clad  moor  he  spies, 
Singing  as  daylight  in  the  wide  west  dies  ; 
Heard  in  grey  dawn  above  the  plover's  wail. 

Perfection  marks  the  thrush  and  skylark's  songs, 
But  broken  thine  by  a  dissonant  bar, 
Yet  who  across  the  moor  his  stroll  prolongs 
But  loves  to  hear  thy  broken  warblings  there, 
Though  faulty,  welcome  'mid  a  hundred  tongues. 
Thy  halting  rhyme?  our  willing  sympathies  share. 
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July  24 

When  summer's  drought  oppresses  all  the  groves, 
And  gardens  droop  'neath  Sol's  too  warm  regards, 
And  the  silent  lark  aspires  not  heavenwards, 
How  the  baked  ground  the  cooling  rainfall  loves  ! 
How  the  clouds'  pleasant  shade  the  flower  approves ! 
How  the  Poet  tunes  his  lyre  and  lilts  his  lay 
In  an  inspired  rejoicing  hTic  gay, 
Though  the  glades  are  void  of  music  save  the  dove's  1 

Again  the  flow'rs,   'neath  magic  of  the  rain, 
Bloom  radiantly  forth  on  lawn,   in  bower; 
And  the  wide-rolling,  flow'r- enamelled  plain 
Laughs  in  the  dazzling  sunshine  after  shower. 
And  haze- crowned  hills  an  added  glamour  gain 
'Neath  sunshine's  softly  renovating  power. 
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CHILDREN    AND    FLOWERS 

Children  and  Flow'rs  !     Nature's  benign  appeal 
In  hedgerow,   field,   and  garden  lifts  its  voice, 
And  rapture  which  no  carking  care  alloys 
In  possession  of  those  wild  flowers  children  feel. 

O'er  that  meadow's  efflorescence  fair  doth  steal 
A  glamour,  while  the  hour  of  frolic  flies 
In  gathering  flowers  and  garnering  healthful  joys, 
For  maturity  in  soul's  and  body's  weal. 

The  love  of  beauty,  in  youth's  days  acquired, 

Tutors  to  love  of  holiness  and  truth. 

With  the  charm  and  grace  of  innocency  fired, 

It  proves  a  safeguard  to  ingenuous  youth. 

Beauty  and  chastity,  by  love  desired, 

Are  of  eternal  holiness  the  growth. 
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July 

Stupor  of  silence  manacles  the  scene. 

The  heat  hath  drowned  in  apathy  the  groves, 

And  quenched  the  coo  of  melancholy  doves  ; 

The  silent  thrush  no  more  doth  visibly  preen 

His  speckled  plumage,  and  his  evensong 

And  morning  lay  are  listened  for  in  vain 

By  the  early  rambler  in  the  rural  lane ; 

Nor  the  blackbird's  orisons  the  groves  among 

At  sultry  eve  ;  but  the  sun  descends  in  glow 

Effulgent  down  the  western  slope  of  heaven. 

And  the  crescent  moon  in  that  soft  sheen  doth  throw 

Supernal  gleam  in  mystic  loveUness 

From  the  sun's  august  and  nobler  orb  deriven, 

The  semi-darkness  with  soft  hght  to  bless. 
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THE    SILVER-WEED 

Once  by  the  way,  with  eye  and  soul  cast  down, 
And  mind  with  melancholy  thought  imbued. 
I  sauntered  in  an  idle,  cheerless  mood, 
Anon  on  fate,   or  earth,   or  sky  did  frown, 
When  I  beheld  a  weed's  resplendent  crown 
Of  golden  blossom  light  the  dusty  way, 
In  grim  adversity  smiling  and  gay, 
Though  blooming  on  a  desert  waste  and  brown. 

I  learnt  a  gracious  lesson  from  the  view, 

Of  cheerfulness  in  sad  misfortune's  hour  ; 

When  earth,  heaven,  fate,  shone  with  a  radiant  hue, 

And  spirit  owned  hope's  recrudescent  power. 

My  way  in  joyousness  I  did  pursue. 

And  blessed  the  memory  of  a  wayside  flower. 
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THE    MEADOW-SWEET,    WILLOW-HERB,    AND 
VETCH 

'TwAS  on  a  sultry  Sabbath  morn.      I  sought 

The  brooks'    and  rippling  rivers'   shady  side, 

Where  the  speckled  trout  in  the  smooth  current  glidf^. 

Absorbed  in  deep  solemnity  of  thought 

On  the  ways  of  God  to  man  by  nature  taught, 

Beholding  in  the  simplest  flower  that  blows 

Wisdom  as  great  as  formed  the  beauteous  rose, 

When  lo,  what  sweet  surprise  to  vision  brought 

Arrests  my  steps  !     Trifoliate  of  flowers 

Delights  my  gladdened  eyes — the  meadow-sweet, 

Of  milk-white  bloom,  of  fragrance  which  o'erpowers 

The  sense  ;    the  willow-herb  I  meet 

Beside  it,   and  the  vetch  beneath  them  cowers, — 

All  cast  their  floral  offerings  at  my  feet. 
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THE    PURPLE    CLEMATIS 

One  morning  I  was  strolling  by  the  way 

In  gladness  and  in  summer's  merry  time, 

When  I  beheld,   o'er  cottage  porch  to  climb, 

Clematis  fluttering  in  the  sunny  ray, 

Purple  and  laughing  in  the  joy  of  day. 

I   passed  it  by ;     a   visionary   bliss 

Still  haunted  me  with   a  phantasmal  kiss, 

Which,  clinging  still  in  mind  and  heart,  would  stay. 

Then  let  it  not  be  banished — vision  bright. 

Live  still  entablatured  upon  the  brain, 

A  memory  which  weary  days  shall  light, 

And  blossom  o'er  drear  winter's  arid  plain, 

Eternal  to  the  mind  though  lost  to  sight, 

As  Blanc's  white  dome,   once  seen,   doth  still  remain. 
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AUGUST    BANK    HOLIDAY 

How  glorious  is  this  day  of  summer  prime, 

The  crown  of  high  fruition's  bubbling  joy  ! 

It  hath  to  millions  naught  of  pain's  alloy, 

Of  toil  or  duty  in  laborious  time. 

The  toilless  hours  have  more  melodious  chime. 

The  Afreet  steam  puts  forth  miraculous  power, 

And  distant  solitudes  the  crowds  devour, 

While  others  seek  the  mountain  heights  to  climb. 

Let  mine  be  it  to  trim  my  garden  fair, 

With  the  seer's  and  poet's  words  the  hours  beguile, 

To  the  quiet  woods  and  solitudes  repair. 

And  wander  in  the  shade  full  many  a  mUe, 

Oblivious  to  life's  unremitting  care, 

And   conscious   onlv   of   fair   Nature's   smile. 
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THE    HELIOTROPE 

Hail,  heliotrope  !    sweet,  unassuming  sprite, 

Like  the  violet  of  the  woods,   who  lov'st  the  shade. 

Alike  in  garb  of  modesty  arrayed. 

Each  fills  its  chalice,  purple,   grey,   or  white, 

With  fragrance  delicate  as  evening  light. 

In  morning  dew  the  rose  doth  lovelier  bloom. 

But  scarcely  sweeter  is  its  chaste  perfume 

Than  the  heliotrope,   in  sober  vesture  dight. 

Full  varied  are  the  treasures  of  the  woods  ; 
Full  varied  are  the  garden's  blossoms  sweet ; 
But  heliotrope's  pale,  sober- vestured  buds. 
Clustering  in  modest  wise  beneath  my  feet, 
Though  not  of  beauty  which  high  claims  obtrudes, 
In  sweetness  with  the  proudest  doth  compete. 
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^THE    WHITE    CAMPION    AND    EVENING 
PRIMROSE 

The  evening  primrose  and  the  campion  white 
Usurp  the  honours  of  the  evening  hour. 
The  primrose  thus  illumes  the  garden  bower, 
White  campion  blossoms  field  and  coppice  light. 
And  bravely  shine  like  earth-stars  in  the  night; 
How  often,   after  toiling  in  the  mill, 
We  breathe  the  fragrance  its  white  blooms  distil, 
And  gaze  upon  the  blossoms  starr\'  bright  ! 

In  spring  it  blooms  and  falls,   and  yet  again 

In  summer  beautifies  the  field  and  lane, 

And  the  hours  of  darkness  cheers  with  pensive  ray, 

In  their  silence  and  serenity  divine, 

And  hides  its  beauties  from  the  garish  day, 

When  m\Tiad  flowers  competitively  shine. 
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THE    BUGLE 

A  ugust 

My  green  expanse  of  lawn  is  checkered  o'er 
By  many  a  bold  obtrusive  floweret  gay, 
Though  often  shorn,  expanding  to  the  ray 
01  summer  sunshine  on  the  grassy  floor. 
Flowers  natheless  which  I  hold  as  precious  store 

The  daisy  white,   the  dandelion  gold, 
Brave  petals  there  aggressively  unfold. 
Though  often  excised  to  the  stubborn  core. 
The  trefoil  sweetly  harmonises  there, 
And  is  not  persecuted  from  the  plahi, 
And  th'  unobtrusive  bugle's  blossoms  fair 
Lift  up  their  heads  and  to  the  sunshine  strain  ; 
Its  high  medicinal  claims  forgotten  where 
Specifics  many  in  the  woods  obtain. 
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THE    BROWN    LINNET 

A  ngust 

Beautiful  minstrel  of  the  palsied  grove, 

Thou  only  songster  of  the  glades  I  sing, 

Of  unpretentious  note  and  puny  wing, 

Thy  solitary  song  we  dearly  love 

When  through  the  almost  silent  woods  we  rove 

In  August's  sultry  and  o'erpowering  heat. 

To  listen  to  thy  tender  lay  is  sweet, 

As  is  the  lark's  the  cirrus  clouds  above. 

But  now  no  lark's  nor  blackbird's  dulc-t  lay 
Delight  the  ear  with  soft  harmonious  sound, 
Or  thrush's  song  with  loud  resonance  gay 
In  the  deep  glades  and  woodlands  wide  abound. 
Then,  linnet,  oh  how  sweet  to  hear  thee  play 
Thy  symphony  'mid  silence  so  profound  ! 
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THE    RED    AND    YELLOW    POPPY 

The  fields  are  laden  with  the  waving  wheat, 
The  bearded  barley,   and  the  tasselled  oat. 
Whose  changing  hues  in  summer  sheen  denote 
Autumnal  plenty  scattered  at  our  feet. 
Their  transformations,  'neath  admiring  gaze, 
Work  silently  and  slowly  to  the  sight. 
While  the  green  and  golden  fields  are  all  alight 
With  floral  trophies  which  command  warm  praise 
The  charlock,  marguerite,   and  scabious  shine, 
And  paint  with  splendour  all  the  rippling  plain ; 
But  far  surpassing  those  gay  hues  are  thine, 
Glorious  poppy,  of  thy  beauties  vain, 
Brightening  the  furrows  of  the  ripening  grain 
With  colours  of  the  red  and  golden  wine. 
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THE    AFRICAN    MARIGOLD 

A  ugiist 

The  marigold,  from  swarthy  Afric's  zone, 
Now  waves  its  pennons  in  the  summer  breeze 
Beneath  the  privet  hedge  and  apple-trees, 
And  lends  to  the  torrid  heat  an  added  tone, 
Till  fancy  hears  the  sandy  desert's  moan  ; 
Imagination  roams  o'er  rand  and  veldt. 
And  sighs  for  the  hoar  mountain's  distant  belt. 
And  climbs  in  spirit  Atlas'  snow- crowned  cone. 

But  here  in  th'  garden's  tender  shade  it  blooms, 
Nor  sighs  for  its  forsaken  sultry  land. 
The  happy  flower  to  this  free  soil  which  comes. 
And  in  emancipation'?  sheen  doth  stand. 
Like  the  tawny  savage  hitherward  who  roams. 
Becomes  enfranchised  as  by  magic  wand. 
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TO    A    STRAY    WORM  ON  A  RAINY  MORNING 

Why  on  the  flinty  road  so  far  away 

Excursive  from  thy  nest,  poor  worm,  art  found  ? 

Unconscious  all  of  danger  hovering  round, 

Perhaps  thou  hungerest  for  the  sun's  warm  ray, 

Perhaps  thou  thirstest  for  some  frolic  play, 

In  tepid  pools  of  the  delicious  rain 

Which  checker  the  depressions  of  the  lane 

In  the  shower  of  summer  and  the  warmth  of  day. 

Happy  art  thou,  of  danger  unaware 

From  footfall  or  from  beak  of  ravenous  bird. 

Intoxicate  with  rainfall  and  warm  air, 

The  crunch  of  foot,  the  flap  of  wing  unheard, 

Victim  of  pleasure,  thou  dost  perish  there. 

No  warning  to  thy  ignorance  conferred. 
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THE    VICISSITUDES    OF    SUMMER    WEATHER 

How  often,  when  the  heart  is  sore  bowed  down 

With  woes  anticipated  or  foregone, 

Until  the  soul  lives  but  in  sorrow's  moan, 

Afflictions  or  misfortunes  cease  to  frown, 

Hope  waves  ambrosial  wing,  joy  weaves  a  crown 

Of  r immortelles  to  decorate  the  brow, 

And  grisly  age  with  youth  doth  re- endow. 

So  when  o'er  summer  autumn's  chills  intrude. 
And  winter's  prelude  withers  all  the  flowers, 
And  singing-birds  forsake  the  leafy  bowers, 
Returning  summer  wafts  an  interlude 
Of  blander  sweetness  o'er  the  storm- wind  rude. 
No  longer  autumn  pales  nor  winter  lowers  : 
Such  caprice  govems^nature's  changeful  mood. 
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SILENCE 

How  silently  the  swallows  cleave  the  air  ! 
The  zephyr's  voice  is  the  poetry  of  a  sigh  ; 
The  clouds  sail  silently  across  the  sky  ; 
The  groves  are  hushed  in  solemn  silence  where 
Time  was  when  ringing  symphonies  were  there 
From  feathered  choristers.     The  rivers  sleep, 
And  round  the  boulder-stones  in  silence  creep,  ' 
Or  pause  suspenseful  on  the  trickling  weir. 

The  stars  gaze  silently  from  midnight  sky 

On  a  sleeping  world  in  death-like  silence  bound 

Eternal  silence  seals  the  lips  which  he 

In  death,  and  broods  above  that  sacred  ground 

Where  our  forefathers  silently  abye 

Until  the  resurrection  trumpet  sound. 
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SABBATH    MORNING 

The  muezzin  call  to  prayer  on  Sabbath  morn 

Awakes  the  silence  of  the  tranquil  day, 

And  calls  with  clarion  tongue  to  praise  and  pray 

To  all  who  carelessly  pass  by,  in  sJorn 

Of  Faith  and  Opportunity  despised, 

Of  other  worlds,  of  blessedness  or  woe, 

Of  th'  transitoriness  of  all  things  here  below, 

Of  th'  hollowness  of  things  by  folly  prized  ; 

But  yet  the  organ-music  of  the  wind 

May  bear  the  burden  of  a  prayer  devout. 

And  some  on  Tabor  may  communion  find 

Who  in  cathedral  aisles  are  racked  with  doubt. 

Oft  while  the  hungry  soul  for  God  hath  pined 

In  man-built  fanes,  in  th'  woods  His  praises  shout. 
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ON    A    COTTAGE    GARDEN    BOUQUET 

Brave  hollyhocks  and  fragrant  stocks  and  rose, 

And  dahlia  and  pea  of  sweet  renown, 

And  calceolaria  golden  bright  and  brown, 

A  withy  band  doth  graciously  enclose  : 

They  grew  this  morning  where  the  zeph\T  blows. 

Rustic  it  may  be,  but  delightful  still, 

Even  the  cultured  eye  with  joy  to  fill, 

Inspiring  feelings  of  benign  repose. 

Methinks  I  see  the  band  of  village  maid 
Selecting  them  from  border,  bower,  and  bed  ; 
Destined  in  rural  vase  to  be  arrayed, 
To  bloom  awhile  before  untimely  shed  ; 
For  surely  they  will  prematurely  fade, 
Though  from  Pierian  fountain  daily  fed. 
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THE    NEGATION    OF    THOUGHT 

'Tis  oh  for  sweet  vacuity  of  mind  ! 

Thought  is  the  death  of  sleep  and  peace  and  rest. 

It  is  the  fox  clasped  to  the  Spartan's  breast, 

The  python  which  in  ribs  of  steel  doth  bind  ; 

The  vulture  which  the  bleeding  heart  doth  find  ; 

That  opportunity  of  fortune  flown  ; 

That  looming  trouble  to  a  mountain  grown  ; 

That  wrong  committed  whose  remorse  doth  wind 

An  octopus  which  strangles  hope  and  joy. 

Then,  thought,  avaunt  !    reflection,  sting  no  more  I 

Remove  from  night  and  darkness  your  alloy. 

Vulture  of  crime  and  sin,  cease  to  devour. 

Oh  for  the  joy  of  birds,  dumb  cattle's  peace  ! 

Oh  that  the  clamour  of  dull  thought  would  cease 
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A    GARDEN    WILDERNESS 

A  PAMPAS  miniature  of  grasses  wild, 

Reverting  to  its  primal  wilderness  ; 

A  garden  which  the  queen  of  flowers  did  bless 

In  varied  floral  pomp,  but  now  defiled 

By  bindweed  on  lush  seeding  grasses  piled, 

So  strangling  all  the  roses,  marguerite 

Still  struggling  with  the  wreck  of  posies  sweet, 

Which,  eye  surveying,  is  almost  beguiled 

To  deem  it  still  th'  arena  of  delight ; 

But  th'  grasses  overtop  their  clusters  white, 

And  the  pink  sorrel  crowds  upon  the  view, 

And  a  thousand  scarlet  poppies  daze  the  sight, 

And  scabious,  of  heaven's  own  turquoise  blue, 

Proclaim  a  wilderness  in  beauty  dight. 
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WIXDOW-GA  RD  EX 

My  cottage  window- garden,  oh  how  fair, 

With  climbing  plants  espalier  to  view, 

Bathed  in  bright  morning  sunshine  and  the  dew  : 

How  beautiful  the  flowers  which  bourgeon  there 

Beneath  a  tasteful  housewife's  loving  care  ! 

Canariensis,  rivalling  pure  gold. 

Flaunting  nasturtium  doth  her  buds  unfold, 

And  the  pea-blossom  perfumes  the  warm  air. 

How  happy,  at  the  earliest  peep  of  day, 

To  view  their  joyous  welcome  to  the  sun  ! 

How    happy,  when  sunbeams  recede  away, 

To  drink  their  fragrance  when  day's  toils  are  dc)ne 

Or  see  the  blossoms  brighten  'neath  the  play 

Of  kindlv  shower  whence  their  bloom  is  won. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


A  ugiist 

August,  imperial  month,  thy  dawn.  I  hail ; 
Forerunner  of  proud  Autumn's  splendour  thine. 
Full  torridly  the  glorious  sun  doth  shine, 
While  o'er  the  heavens  the  fleecy  cloudlets  sail. 
On  the  green  trees  some  leaves  begin  to  pale; 
The  gardener's  task  each  morn  the  walks  to  sweep, 
And  make  of  leaves  a  melancholy  heap — 
Sad  trophies  of  the  sunshine  and  the  gale. 
But  still  the  trees  a  wealth  of  foliage  wear. 
The  roses  bloom,  the  bordering  flowers  look  gay. 
The  apple-trees  a  load  of  fruitage  bear, 
And  still  the  merry  sunshine  floods  the  day. 
Now  to  the  shady  woods  we  make  repair, 
Or  seek  the  shadow  of  the  rock-bound  bay. 
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MY    GARDEN 

Atioust  30 

My  garden  is  a  place  of  sweet  delight 
When  August's  days  are  verging  to  their  close. 
Supremest  now  the  white  and  damask  rose, 
The  calceolaria's  bells,  still  golden  bright, 
The  red  geraniums,  enchant  the  sight : 
Pentstemons  tower  in  varied  colours  drest, 
And  phlox  erects  its  proud  imperial  crest, 
With  dahlias  in  crimson,  amber,  white, 

The  queenly  gladioli's  buds  unfold 
On  tall  prehensile  stalk  in  crimson  sheen, 
Sweet  honeysuckle's  blooms,  severely  cold. 
Retiring  to  the  modest  shades  are  seen. 
Gemming  the  lawn  with  diamonds,  rubies,  gold : 
A  blaze  of  splendour  set  in  emerald  green. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 

THE    OAT 

September  1905 

The  tresses  of  the  oat  in  summer-time 

Hang  pendulous  upon  their  tender  stalk 

In  the  field  whereby  at  early  morn  I  walk. 

In  the  breeze  how  pleasant  is  their  whispering  chime  ! 

What  sing  they  as  they  whisper  in  the  breeze  ? 
They  sing  of  autumn's  swiftly  coming  day, 
Of  harvest  carnival  so  blithe  and  gay, 
Of  dance  and  song  beneath  the  moonlit  trees. 

But  they  to  philosophic  mind  intone 

The  lowly  annals  of  the  rustic  fare : 

The  board  which  doth  'neath  breakfast  porridge  groan, 

And  the  healthy  hunger  which  is  vanquished  there  ; 

Or  the  manger  where  the  satin-coated  steed 

Upon  the  farinaceous  grain  doth  feed. 
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THE    GOODNESS    AND    MERCY    OF    GOD 

"  For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good, 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure ; 
His  truth  at  all  tiuies  firmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  eadure." 

God  is  the  sovran  Name  whose  wondrous  chime 
From  age  to  age  through  time  on  earth  doth  sound. 
It  wraps  the  universe  with  music  round, 
Speaks  in  the  zephyr  and  the  storm  sublime. 
These  attributes  distinguish  Him  in  time, 
His  goodness  crowns  the  grandly  rolling  years, 
On  earth's  green  lap  or  heaven's  revolving  spheres 
His  mercy  triumphs  over  sin  and  crime. 

Known  to  Him  are  the  darling  secret  sins, 

The  overt  acts  which  desecrate  the  life ; 

Confessed,  oblivion  or  forgiveness  wins. 

His  truth  in  all  His  gracious  words  is  rife, 

In  th'   universe's  limitless  confines. 

From  chaos  order  brings  and  peace  froiu  strife. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


DEATH    IN    LIFE 

Why  are  we  so  reluctant  to  depart  ? 
Why  mourn  we  when    our  friends  are  snatched  away 
From  night  and  death  to  hfe  and  endless  day  ? 
When  we  vociferate  with  heart  and  mind 
Deep  scorn  of  earth  and  to  death  are  resigned, 
While  our  strenuous  fingers  grasp  for  gold,  more  gold, 
Nor  with  abounding  treasure  are  consoled, 
But  day  and  night  we  dwell  upon  the  mart. 

Is  not  some  infidelity  implied  ? 

The  "  unco  guid  "  are  as  th'  ungodly  found. 

In  the  house  of  God  their  thoughts  still  wander  wide, 

In  distant  lands  o'er  earth's  auriferous  ground. 

Or  while  the  priest  would  heavenward  seekers  guide, 

They  are  to  earth  with  golden  fetters  bound. 
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THE    WILLOW-HERB 

Now  when  the  hedgerow  flora  fade  and  die, 
The  willow-herb  is  beautiful  to  see, 
Lifting  pennated  stalk  so  slim  and  high. 
Its  blossoms,  pink  and  white,  rejoice  the  eye 
Bv  crawling  stream  beneath  the  wiUow-tree, 
Where  the  willow-warbler  in  loud  ecstasy 
To  the  speckled  yellow-hammer  makes  reply, 
Or  the  gauze-winged  hornet  and  the  honey-bee 
Poise  on  their  blooms  or  round  them  buzzing  fly. 

The  clover  and  the  bean-flower  waft  their  sweets 
Upon  the  warm,  intoxicated  air; 
Creation  with  loud  throb  of  joyance  beats. 
But  by  the  streamlet  thee  my  spirit  greets, 
Bright  blossom,  thou  the  sweetest  flower  there. 
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THE    GOLDCREST 

Delightful  bird,  whose  habitat  is  found 
From  the  Arctic  to  Japan,  thy  plumage  gay 
And  golden  crest  flash  like  a  tiny  ray 
Of  sunshine  o'er  the  field's  and  garden's  bound; 
And  whiles  with  coronet  of  gold  thou'rt  crowned, 
Thou  dost  thine  unobtrusive  flutelet  play 
Unheard  when  trills  the  thrush's  louder  lay. 
But  in  its  absence  of  melodious  sound. 

Like  the  tinkle  of  a  tiny  rill  compared 

To  the  rapid's  thunder  down  the  stony  steep, 

In  the  summer's  hush  profound  thy  song  is  heard 

When  all  the  vocal  grove  seems  hushed  in  sleep ; 

And  like  the  minor,  unassuming  bard, 

From  loud  ambition's  crowded  ways  dost  creep. 
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August  I,   1905 

Day  after  sultry  day  sunshine  prevails, 

Obsessing  nature  with  a  fiery  glow, 

When  th'  winds  with  almost  tropic  fervour  blow; 

When  th'  memory  of  winter's  ice-borne  gales 

Affords  no  solace,   and  tired  spirit  fails  ; 

When  th'  trees  an  insufficient  shadow  throw, 

But  th'  rivers  with  seductive  ripple  flow. 

And  th'  ofi-shore  boats  lift  to  the  breeze  white  sails. 

Oh  for  the  breezy  hills,  the  snow-white  foam, 

Breaking  upon  the  ocean-bounded  shore  ! 

Oh  for  the  sands,  the  whisp'ring  waves  which  comb. 

Where  no  loud  hurricanes  conflicting  roar ! 

Oh  o'er  calm  halcyon  seas,  with  peace  to  roam. 

Where  sunmier's  sultry  heat  pursues  no  more  ! 


197 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


August  2.  1905 

When  a  trance  of  silence  seals  the  vocal  grove, 
That  halcyon  bird,  the  swallow,   cleaves  the  skies, 
And  tireless  in  a  blaze  of  sunshine  flies, 
And  in  its  meteor  flight  doth  ceaseless  move, 
Though  silent  as  the  songsters  that  we  love; 
For  the  blackbird  sings  not  as  the  daylight  dies. 
Nor  the  thrush  at  summer  morning's  glorious  rise. 
Nor  the  merry  lark  the  fleecy  clouds  above. 

A  lotus-languor  steals  o'er  sense  and  soul; 
Pegasus  folds  its  wings :  the  lettered  nuise 
Heeds  not  of  song  the  son'rous  measure's  roll. 
Nor  doth  exact  from  devotees  her  dues 
Who  in  warm  tropics  languish  for  the  pole, 
In  solace  which  cool  memories  infuse. 
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THE    DIPPER 

Ox  Snowdon's  or  Ben  Lomond's  mighty  peak, 
By  their  brawling  waterfalls  or  rapids  found, 
The  dipper's  solitary  warblings  sound, 
Which  out  of  solitude  and  silence  break, 
Melodious  on  the  mountain-climber's  ear. 
While  perched  on  mossy  stone  it  doth  appear, 
Piping  its  cheery  carol  till  it  seek 
Refuge  from  gazer  in  deep  torrent  near. 

How  pleasant  on  Ben  Nevis'  hoary  crown. 

Or  by  its  cascades  bounding  to  the  plains. 

To  glimpse  its  plumage  grey  with  breast  of  brown, 

And  bar  of  silvery  white  its  wings  which  stains. 

Singing  where  loud-voiced  torrents  thunder  down 

By  which  the  gorge  an  added  beauty  gains. 
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THE    CRIMSON    RAMBLER 

August  3,   1905 

The  crimson  rambler  now  asserts  her  reign, 

And  on  the  trelhs  hangs  her  clusters  red, 

Beaming  benignly  down  on  garden  bed, 

In  trophied  wreaths  which  swell  her  glittering  train, 

And  on  a  background  green  paints  crimson  stain. 

Then  with  the  cream-white  Gloire  Dijon  wed, 

Imagination's  airy  flights  are  fed 

With  visions  which  o'er  mind  their  sway  maintain. 

Wherein  the  poet's  fairy  fancies  weave 
Legends  of  "  Love  among  the  Roses  "  hight, 
In  crimson  passion  wed  to  lily  white, 
While  chastity  no  virgin  loss  doth  grieve, 
Nor  passion  fierce  doth  innocency  blight, 
Nor  doth  of  purity's  fair  crown  bereave. 
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August  4,   1905 

Soft  blows  the  wind  on  a  bright  summer's  moru, 

O'er  flower-enamelled  meadows,  gardens  fair, 

In  arabesque  of  shining  blossoms  there, 

Which  doth  all  nature  with  sweet  charm  adorn. 

Nor  only  are  their  beauteous  fabrics  worn : 

How  they  intoxicate  the  amorous  air 

With  fragrances  which  the  warm  zephyrs  bear 

From  a  thousand  chalices  of  sweetness  borne  ? 

What  though  the  sun  in  tropic  radiance  shine  ? 
What  though  the  wind  blow  hot  on  burning  brow  ? 
What  though  in  vain  for  caller  air  we  pine, 
And  mind,   enfeebled,  doth  impotent  bow  ? 
We  revel  in  the  Summer's  corn  and  wine, 
And  at  her  votive  shrine  allegiance  vow. 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


A 14 gust  6,   1905 

Now  ready  for  the  sickle  sways  the  corn 

In  golden  glory  on  the  rolling  plain. 

Harvest  doth  crown  with  joy  Vertumnus'  reign, 

And  deck  with  flow'rs  autumnal  his  rich  horn  : 

Scabious  and  poppy  red  the  fields  adorn, 

Convolvulus,  pimpernel,  marigold, 

With  beauteous  garlands  the  wheat -fields  enfold. 

And  ripening  berries  cluster  on  the  thorn. 

The  purple  vetch,  the  white-starred  willow-weed, 
And  star-wort  and  pale  meadow-sweet  abound. 
While  the  common  mallow  forms  its  scaly  seed, 
And  the  ponds  with  water-lilies  white  are  crowned 
On  nature's  page  handwriting  fair  we  read, 
God's  hand  in  glorious  creation  found. 
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THE    WREN 

Ubiquitous  brown  bird,  of  tiny  form, 
Familiar  as  the  robin  in  our  fields, 
An  oak-leaf  from  our  sight  thy  presence  shields, 
But  where  thou  art  ill  fares  the  venturous  worm. 
But  tiny  though,  thy  song  is  loud  and  shrill, 
Competing  with  finch,  blackbird,  linnet,  thrush. 
Perched  on  the  lowest  twig  of  hedge  or  bush, 
Thou  dost  the  conscious  air  with  glad  song  fill. 

Winter  and  spring  and  autumn  list  thy  lay. 
Privation  doth  not  quench  nor  plenty  stale. 
In  winter  as  in  spring-time  bright  and  gay, 
Thy  cheery  carol  in  the  calm  and  gale 
Outvoices  the  rude  winds  in  autumn's  day, 
And  thou,  like  leaf  on  ruffling  winds,  dost  sail. 


203 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


August  7,   1905 

The  golden  rays  of  morning  pierce  the  mist 

In  opal  iridescence  o'er  the  plain 

'Mid  the  tropic  fervour  of  warm  summer's  reign. 

With  a  dreamy  aureole  the  trees  are  kissed; 

In  vain  for  matin-song  of  bird  we  list ; 

A  magic  silence  broods  o'er  wood  and  field, 

And  nature's  glorious  fount  of  song  is  sealed. 

'Tis  almost  too  much  labour  to  exist. 

But  nature,  generous,  provides  a  shade 
For  man  and  beast  in  arborescent  trees. 
From  arid  plain  they  fly  to  woodland  glade, 
And  solace  find  in  its  intricacies  ; 
From  sultry  noon  till  lingering  twilight  fade 
A  long,  luxurious  nepenthe  seize. 
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August  8,   1905 

'Tis  the  carnival  of  the  butterfly  and  bee ; 

The  roses  call  them  to  then:  chaliced  sweets. 

When  th'  amorous  Love-god  fabled  Psyche  meets 

In  that  dew-laden  honied  sanctuary, 

And  the  mist  at  early  dawn  bathes  flower  and  tree, 

The  honey-laden  bee,  the  butterfly, 

O'er-wrought  with  sweetness,  in  those  blossoms  he, 

And  the  visible  air  with  warm  pulsations  beats. 

The  leaves  are  changing  colour  on  the  trees. 

The  birch  and  lime  are  withering  to  view, 

The  woodland  alleys'  deep  intricacies 

And  garden  walks  the  littered  draff  bestrew  ; 

Pale  autumn's  forecast  moans  upon  the  breeze, 

And  the  stalks  are  bare  where  summer's  blossoms  grew. 
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FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


August  g,   1905 

The  groves  in  summer  lethargy  are  sealed, 
And  silence,  governed  by  enchantment's  spell, 
'Neath  Circe's  magic  scorceries  doth  dwell. 
Quelled  is  the  chorus  of  the  glade  and  field, 
Which  in  spring-time  in  echoing  clamour  pealed. 
The  deep  recesses  of  the  haunted  dell 
Only  with  hoot  of  owl  or  bittern  swell. 
And  th'  riv'let  in  its  deep  shades  is  revealed, 
Pausing  in  pools  or  creeping  down  the  glen 
In  lazy  prattle  round  the  gleaming  stones, 
Or  down  a  puny  cascade  trickles,  when 
O'er  th'  almost  dried-up  watercourse  it  moans, 
And  no   ripple   stirs   on    the   sluggish,    slumbering    fen, 
Which    th'    whispering   sedge   with   nodding   brown    heads 
crowns. 
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THE    TREE-PIPIT 

Bird  of  the  tree-tops,  strangely  on  the  ground 
Thy  nest  is  sheltered  in  the  bracken's  shade. 
Melodious  visitant  of  woodland  glade, 
From  spiral  flight  thy  lark-Hke  song  doth  sound, 
In  Persia's  wastes  and  Indian  jungles  found 
In  winter.     Nature's  calls  by  thee  obeyed, 
In  the  British  Isles  thy  lowly  nest  is  laid, 
Ubiquitous  to  Hecla's  northern  bound. 

When  sated  with  the  songs  of  lark  and  thrush, 
Those  dear  indigenes  of  Britain's  isles, 
What  a  sweet  surprise  from  root  of  briary  bush. 
When  June's  warm  sun  o'er  th'  flowery  moorland  smiles 
Thy  giddy  flight,   thy  song's  melodious  gush, 
Charmful  the  woodland  wanderer  beguiles. 
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August  12,    1905 

In  dim  remote  recession  fades  the  time 
Of  spring's  and  winter's  minstrelsy  divine. 
Dumbly  for  song  of  thrush  and  lark  we  pine, 
Or  the  blackbird's  softly  silvery  evening  chime  ; 
Silence  envelops  summer's  sultry  clime, 
Weary  all  nature  seems  of  th'  warm  sunshine. 
And  drunk  with  th'  gushing  harvest  of  the  vine. 

As  longs  the  desert  traveller  for  the  wells. 

Palm  groves,   and  Philomela's  nightly  song, 

Or  tinlding  cascades  in  the  midnight  dells, 

Or  the  winter's  nights  which  th'  twinkling  stars    prolong, 

Or  autumnal  gale  the  summer  warm  which  quells, 

The  whispering  fields  the  golden  corn  among, 

So  on  cool,  vanished  spring  the  memory  dwells. 
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August  13,   1905 

Now  autumn  waves  her  radiant  banner  forth, 
With  summer  raingUng  their  coequal  fires, 
And  the  reaper  in  the  golden  corn  perspires, 
Flashing  his  sickle  where  rejoicing  earth 
Hath  given  her  largess,  while  the  song  of  mirth 
Nerves  his  stout  arm  till  labour  scarcely  tires, 
'Neath  the  beguilement  of  the  minstrel's  lyres. 
Perhaps  the  Orphean  fable  there  had  birth, 
On  Thessalian  fields  on  Hymettus'  sylvan  slopes. 
Where  the  purple  vintage  glorifies  the  hills — 
Season  of  gladness  and  abounding  hopes, 
And  ruby  wine  with  glee  the  heart  which  fills. 
While  many  a  Cymric  hill  weaves  round  it  ropes 
Of  purple  heather  by  cool  dancing  rills. 
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August  14,   1905 

Inexorable  time  and  seasons  move 
In  solemn  sequence  o'er  the  plain  of  earth. 
Summer  is  passing,  with  its  transient  mirth, 
And    autumn   russets   o'er   the   palsied    grove, 
Which  echoes  to  the  cooing  of  the  dove  ; 
The  rowan's  berries  redden  in  the  sun, 
And  hips  and  haws  to  ripen  have  begun, 
And  falling  leaves  forecast  autumnal  dearth. 

The  green  leaf  of  the  linden  pallid  grows, 

And  flutters  to  our  feet  in  puff  of  wind, 

And  shrivelled  petals  mark  where  bloomed  the  rose, 

And  cottage  walls  (Virginia- creeper  lined) 

Betray  a  hint  of  red,  and  nasturtium  sows 

Its  ripened  seeds  the  trellis- work  behind. 


SUMMER 

SUMMER    IDYL 

August  15,   1905 

Summer  is  flying  ;  while  I  speak  'tis  fled. 

The  wind  blows  cold  on  this  autumnal  morn  ; 

The  helds  stand  chequered  o'er  with  shocks  of  corn 

The  sombre  trees  are  touched  with  pallor's  red  ; 

Early  the  sun  sinks  to  his  radiant  bed, 

And  the  rain-clouds  gather,  thunder- charged  and  higli, 

In  livid  ranks  upon  the  western  sky, 

With  heaven's  loud  bellowing  artillery  torn. 

The  rain  diluvian,  in  drenching  squalls, 

Follows  the  lightning's  flash,  the  thunder's  peals. 

Or  in  an  unremitting  deluge  falls. 

Till  the  river  in  wide  inundations  swells. 

Summer  departs  in  fury  which  appals. 

And  Nature's  sorrow  with  ours  blending  teUs. 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


MERRIMENT 

That  merry  lark,  denuded  of  its  nest, 

Which  the  rude  ploughshare  has  despoiled  and  rent, 

Presents  a  type  of  joyous  merriment, 

For  a  ruined  home  avails  not  to  arrest 

Its  flight  and  song  from  that  cloud's  fleecy  crest. 

That  S3Dter,  croft,  or  chalet,  mountain  high. 

In  poverty  doth  adverse  fate  defy, 

And  its  occupants  with  peaceful  joys  are  blest. 

How  thankless  is  that  merriment  which  finds 

In  riotess  and  wassail  heart's  delight  ! 

For  sensuality  the  spirit  binds 

In  chains,  and  doth  the  soul  immortal  blight ; 

Or  pleasure  her  soft  fascinations  winds 

Round  sense  and  soul  in  reason's  sad  despite. 
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XERXES 

Lo  Abydos,  of  ancient  high  renown, 
Of  Europe  and  of  Asia  the  gate, 
Compelled  the  Persian  autocrat  to  wait, 

Till  a  bridge  across  the  straits  from  Asia  thrown, 

Suppressed  the  gulf  which  did  on  Xerxes  frown 
Derisive,  till  he  made  relentless  fate 
Bow  to  his  mandate,  o'er  all  greatness  great, 

Equal  almost  to  God's  omnipotence  grown. 

Hellespont  crost,  tall  Athos  channelled  through, 
Athens  at  dread  Thermopylae  subdued. 

Boastful  the  great  globe  challenged  to  subdue, 
From  Salamis  by  victor  Greece  pursued, 

And  Plata' a  in  an  awakening  rude, 

He  did  vain  dreams  in  dread  discomfiture  rue. 
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TO  A  DEAD  BUTTERFLY 

Psyche,  fair  emblem  of  the  soul  and  love, 
Ravished  and  trodden  in  the  dust  thou  liest, 
Never  again  on  th'  sunbeams'  ray  thou  flyest. 

Never  again  to  flit  athwart  the  grove, 

Or  'mid  the  gardens'  honied  sweets  to  rove. 

Crushed  'neath  the  heel  of  vagrant  youth  thou  diest, 
And  from  thy  crushed  form  thy  fair  spirit  hiest. 

And  seek'st  its  native  home,  the  skies  above. 

The  brutal  sport  of  manhood,  that  fair  maid, 
Deflowered  and  ruined  sinks  on  life's  rough  way. 

Crushed  by  the  spoiler's  hand  her  beauties  fade, 
And  she  lives  to  weep,  or  dies  in  lost  dismay. 

So  late  in  innocence  and  bloom  arrayed ; 
Like  thee,  fair  moth,  but  yesterday  so  gay. 
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EVENING 

'Tis  the  witching  hour  of  gloaming,  pensive  nine. 
The  west  is  radiant  with  splendid  dyes, 
While  in  the  east  the  full-orbed  moon  doth  rise, 

And  in  augustly  silvern  splendour  shine, 
On  a  sky  magnificently  opaline. 

From  east  to  west  measuring  the  lofty  skies, 
In  orbit  traversing  the  zenith's  line, 
So  east  and  west  in  linked  sweetness  join. 

While  th'  sun's  radiance  lingers  in  the  west, 
The  bees  still  murmur  'mid  the  linden-trees. 

it  is  the  hour  of  poesy  and  rest, 

Foretaste  of  heaven's  divine  felicities. 

Cynthia  veils  her  face  behind  that  crest 
Of  sombre  clouds,  the  shrine  of  mvsterics. 


215 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


THE    RED    RAMBLER    ROSE 

Those  roses,  damask,  red,  and  gloiro  bright. 
Illuminate  the  gardens  with  their  sheen, 
And  crown  with  dazzling  bloom  the  foliage  green. 

Or  those  in  clusters  of  more  dazzling  white 

With  sweet  variety  the  sense  delight, 

In  summer  showers  their  glowing  petals  preen, 
From  summer  sunshine  higher  burnish  glean, 

Rejoice  the  sense  and  glad  th'  enamoured  sight ; 
But  that  red  rambler  on  th'  espalier  trained. 

Or  up  that  columnar  and  stately  bole. 
Our  admiration's  meed  resistless  gained, 

To  the  joy  of  sense,  the  worship  of  the  soul, 
Its  petals  are  with  sanguine  colour  stained 

Even  as  its  perfumes  on  the  zephyrs  roll. 
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THE    IDEA.     ADVERTISEMENT.     THE 
HOUR 

IxvEXTiON  is  the  Genie's  ring,  the  Idea. 

As  from  the  brain  of  Jupiter  was  born 

Minerva,  wisdom's  ideal,  to  adorn 
Or  enrich  the  nations,  so  th'  inventive  seer 

Evolves  a  great  discovery  out  of  dreams  ; 
Perhaps  a  motive  power  which  supersedes 
The  high-bred  courser  and  its  speed  exceeds 

A  hundredfold,  so  mind  with  fancies  teems. 
From  sunbeams  coining  millions  when  the  hour 

Is  ripe  and  when  the  clarion  voice  is  heard 

Of  th'  Press  betrumpeting  its  echoing  praise, 
And  to  the  universe  is  born  a  power 

^Miraculous,  and  a  blessing  large  conferred, 

While  monuments  to  greatness  peoples  raise. 
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A  SCOTTISH  THISTLE  IN  AN  ENGLISH  GARDEN 

Emblem  of  Scotia  in  an  English  pale, 

Beside  the  rose  in  happy  fellowship, 

And  the  shamrock  at  thy  foot  doth  tranquil  sleep. 

Brother  in  metaphor,  I  give  thee  hail, 

Though  still  thou  art  equipped  in  hostile  mail 

To  thine  enemies  and  mine.     Thy  crown  of  flowers, 

With  the  beauteous  rose,  adorns  our  English  bowers: 
And  Scottish  hillmen  dwell  in  English  dale. 

And  side  by  side  the  claymore  and  the  sword 
They  wield  in  battle  'gainst  the  common  foe; 

Or  side  by  side  the  ocean  liners  board 
In  search  of  wealth  where  golden  ri\'ers  flow  ; 
Or  side  by  side  to  northern  backwoods  go, 

In  fraternal  fellowship  of  sweet  accord. 
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THE    HEAD.     THE    HEART 

The  crown  of  the  imperial  edifice 
Of  man,  the  temple  of  the  soul  and  mind, 
1  he  image  of  th'  eternal  there  enshrined  : 

That  power  which  doth  on  wings  immortal  rise, 

Imperishable  as  th'  eternal  skies. 

Construes  th'  enigma  Wisdom's  self  designed. 
Of  the  boundless  universe  its  bounds  to  find, 

Work  worthy  of  its  source,  its  author  is. 

The  source  of  life,  the  fount  of  holy  love. 

The  temple  of  divinity  in  man. 
Of  pity,  link  divine  with  heaven  above. 

Divine  compassion  marked  Heaven's  august  plan. 
In  man's  redemption  justice  to  approve. 

And  to  reverse  transgression's  awful  ban. 
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THE    FUCHSIA 

Fuchsia,  thy  pensile  blooms,  purple  and  red. 

Droop  like  the  diamond  drops  from  beauty's  ear. 
Or  pout  with  th'  lucious  red  her  sweet  lips  wear, 

In  th'  garden  dominant  o'er  th'  flowery  bed 

Aspiring,  and  in  wide  circumference  spread. 
Thine  is  the  daintiest,  sweetest  blossom  there, 
Save  the  rose,  which  still  away  the  palm  doth  bear 

Of  garden  flowers  the  first,  the  chiefest  led; 
Or  'neath  the  crystal  where  petunia  blooms 

Magnificent,  or  azalia  supreme. 

Or  geranium  with  glorious  splendours  comes, 

Those  crystal  domes  with  thy  waving  honours  teem, 
Or  throned  in  vases  queen  it  in  our  rooms, 

And  with  refinement's  subtle  graces  beam. 


SUMMER 


A  ligust 

Summer  in  pomp  of  glorious  splendour  clad, 

In  sultry  azure  of  soft  languorous  day, 

Where  a  warm  wind  round  heated  brow  doth  play, 

Is  in  effulgence  glorious  arrayed ; 

And  though  in  tropic  heat  the  roses  fade. 

They  bourgeon  on  and  crown  the  gardens  gay 

With  ^garlands  in  processional  array, 

And  'neath  enchantment's  spell  all  things  are  glad. 

What  though  no  song  salutes  the  rising  morn, 

Though  evening  fades  in  deep  lethargic  hush, 

Innumerous  flowers  the  garden  beds  adorn, 

And  roses  crowd  th'  espalier  and  bush, 

A  hint  of  harvest  gilds  the  ripening  corn, 

And  th'  meadows  with  green  aftermath  are  lush. 
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LIFE,    DEATH,    ETERNITY 

The  suii  climbs  to  meridian  of  day, 
And  tranquilly  begins  at  once  to  set. 
The  tide  inflowing  hath  no  sooner  met 

The  high  mark  than  it  'gins  to  ebb  away  ; 

So  man  in  pride  of  life's  meridian   gay, 
When  that  is  won,  alas  !    begins  to  die, 
And  every  day  which  o'er  his  head  doth  fly 

Hastes  to  exact  the  universal  debt. 

But  as  the  sun  returns  again  to  shine, 
As  eternally  the  oceans  ebb  and  flow. 

So  men  who  to  death's  sombre  vale  decline 
Do  not  to  gulf  of  deep  oblivion  go. 

Another  life  beyond  that  gulf  is  thine. 
Death  is  thy  friend,  not  thine  eternal  foe. 
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CHANGE 

The  clouds  of  heaven  in  morn's  and  evening's  glow, 

How  beautiful  their  colours,  swift  their  change  ? 

Or  those  embattled  ranks  o'er  heaven  which  range, 
Storm-driven  and  thunder- charged,  through  ether  sweep 

In  tempest  and  with  torrents  overflow, 
And  from  their  midst  the  forked  lightnings  leap, 

What  wondrous  transformation,  swift  and  strange, 
Converts  them  to  white  chariots  of  snow  ? 

Those  rivers  which  foam  on  impetuous  course. 
In  channels  deep,   or  flood  the  level  plain, 

\\hen  th'  storm  abates  their  dread  destructive  force, 
Subsides  within  their  narrow  bounds  again  ; 

They  leap  the  falls  with  loud  reverberance  hoarse, 
And  are  lost  at  last  in  th'  ever-changing  main. 
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DELOS 

Delos,  though  least  of  th'  Archipelago 

Called  Cyclades  in  the  -Egean  Sea, 

Art  haloed  with  the  sacred  mystery 
Of  godhead  woman  born.     By  Neptune's  blow 

Rooted  in  the  abyss,  thou  did'st  become 
The  birthplace  of  the  Sun,  Apollo  great, 
God  manifest  earth  to  illuminate. 

So  in  the  meanest  of  the  mean  inn's  room, 
The  God-man  Christ  came  mankind  to  redeem. 

Enlightening  with  divinity's  pure  ray  ; 
So  th'   ages  dark  dimly  beheld  the  beam 

Of  Christianity's  resplendent  day. 
Light  and  eternal  life  we  have  in  Him 

In  whose  great  light  heathenesse  doth  pass  away, 
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BETHSAIDA 

Bethsaida,  where  art  thou  ?  Capernaum,  where  ? 
The  feet  of  Godhead  pressed  your  sacred  stones, 
Gennesaret,  which  listened  to  the  groans 

Of  Jesus  in  its  solemn  midnight  air, 

\\'hen  from  the  world  retired,  with  God  in  prayer. 
Those  once-great  populous  cities  are  no  more. 
Peopling  with  multitudes  Tiberias'  shore, 

And,  perishing,  have  left  no  vestige  there. 

But  still  that  desert  where  five  thousand  fed 

Miraculously  at  divine  command. 
That  sea  whose  tempests  at  His  mandate  fled, 

Witness  to  the  omnipotence  of  His  hand 
Which  fed  the  hosts  and  tempests  captive  led 
In  that  once  prosperous,  now  blighted,  land. 
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THE    SOLITUDES    OF    NATURE 

From  the  madding  crowds,  the  sea-shore,  and  the  spa, 

I  wing  my  way  to  the  moor  or  mountain  height, 

In  the  solitudes  of  nature  find  delight. 
There  the  joys  of  mind  and  inspiration  are, 
The  realms  sublime  of  Poesy  to  dare. 

To  build  an  epic,  pen  a  lyric  bright. 

With  heaven  in  view,  earth  melting  from  the  sight, 
Parnassian  heights  of  Poesy  are  there, 
Hyperion  to  Keats  was  there  revealed 

In  Godlike  majesty,  supernal  power; 
And  there  did  Goethe  Jove's  dread  thunder  wield, 

Where  the  spirits  of  the  Brocken  dreadful  lower ; 
And  there  impiety's  dread  doom  was  sealed. 

In  the  Evil  One's  darkly  triumphant  hour. 
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A    FLOWER-SHOW    IX    AUGUST 

How  beautiul  the  trifling  which  the  hours 
Fritter  away  at  Flora's  gracious  shrine, 
To  thread  the  alleys  which  the  broad  field  line, 

With  the  choicest  treasiu-es  of  the  garden  flowers. 

And  scan  the  prizes,  merit  which  endowers. 

Or  on  the  greensward  lazily  recline. 

And  gazing,  for  sweet  flowers  of  beauty  pine, 

With  fruitless  longing  which  the  soul  devours. 

Or  circulate  the  barriers  around, 

Where  Eleusinian  games  competitive 
Are  played,  or  listen  to  the  dulcet  sound 

Of  music  echoing,  while  the  wrestlers  strive  ; 
And  the  sun  descends,  with  glorious  splendoiurs  crowned, 

Xor  long  his  set  this  pageant  doth  survive. 
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THE  DIAMOND 

The  diamond — gem  of  industry  the  prize, 
Surpassing  fable.     Nature's  laboratory 
In  mystery  and  darkness  hides  the  story 

Of  thy  creation.     'Neath  the  mountain  lies 

The  priceless  gem,  diminutive  in  size, 

But  with  the  stars  competing  in  its  glory, 
Thy  path  to  crowns  full  oft  is  steep  and  gory 

Though  in  fire  and  flame  and  smoke  thy  lustre  dies. 

The  Koh-i-noor — the  mountain  called  of  light, 
The  richest  gem  in  England's  august  crown — 

Adorned  the  Great  Mogul's  imperial  might, 
Or  that  of  great  but  sinister  renown, 

Found  after  Nancy's  memorable  fight, 

When  Charles  of  Burgundy  was  stricken  down. 
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PICTURE    POSTCARDS 

The  twentieth- century  iMercurius  flies, 
White- winged  and  robed  in  colours  radiant, 
And  light's  effulgence.     Sunsets  glorious  pant 
And  throb  upon  the  tablet  from  brave  skies 
Which  glow  with  gold  and  amber's  radiant  dyes 
Or  beauty's  brow  bids  the  recipient  hail  ! 
And  tells  in  five  short  lines  a  moving  tale, 
Fraught  often  with  stern  Kismet's  destinies. 

More  oft  'tis  (butterfly-like)  winged  with  joy. 
Or,  like  the  bee,  conveying  garnered  sweets. 
Or  doth  with  th'  rose's  fragrant  attar  vie, 
As  eye  of  loved  one  in  gay  morn  it  meets. 
So,  like  sweet  angel  messenger,  doth  fly 
The  honied  missive  which  love's  glances  greets. 
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THE    MOTOR-CAR 

The  modern  Juggernaut,  not  to  great  Boodh 
Or  Brahma  reared,  but  to  the  idol  "  Speed." 
The  child  of  railways,  telephones,  and  greed, 
Its  distant  hoot  curdles  with  fear  the  blood, 
And  from  its  path  all  living  creatures  scud. 
Its  passage  is  on  the  Sirocco's  breath. 
Leaving  destruction  in  its  wake,  and  death, 
Of  which,  like  Juggernaut,  it  takes  no  heed. 

It  fills  the  atmosphere  with  stink  and  dust, 
Its  noise  is  like  a  hundred  chariot  wheels. 
Shouts  "  Perish,  or  into  the  hedge  be  thrust  ! 
And  its  coming  earth  to  quaking  centre  feels, 
And,  like  the  rav'ning  dragon,  is  accurst, 
And  on  its  base  the  loftv  column  reels. 
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THE    SUNFLOWER 

Flower  of  majestic  height  and  august  name, 

Thou  art  pre-eminent  in  garden  grove. 

Though  the  rose  demand  and  win  our  greater  love, 

Thou  dost  all  reverential  worship  claim, 

And  to  the  sun  reflectest  answering  flame. 

The  lily  and  the  rose  take  beauty's  palm, 

Simplicity  and  splendour  with  them  came  ; 

But  thy  devotion  is  an  unvoiced  psalm, 

Still  turning  sunward  in  its  loving  gaze. 

A  message  whisperest  thou  to  souls  devout 

Of  prayer  unceasing  and  perpetual  praise. 

Who  can  God's  power.  His  love.  His  being  doubt  ' 

Who  can  refrain  His  endless  praise  to  shout  ? 

Or  labour  in  His  service  all  life's  davs  ? 
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ON    SEEING    AN    OUTCAST    MOTHER 
AND    CHILD 

Poor  waifs  of  sad  humanity,  your  lot, 
Mother  and  child,  to  pity's  meed  lays  claim  : 
Mother  betrayed,  and  child  without  a  name, 
Or  one  dishonoured,  from  the  world  cast  out, 
Sorrow  and  want  environ  you  about. 
A  child  herself,  the  mother  driven  from  home, 
Ye  are  to  miser\'  and  starvation  come  ; 
Want  hath  his  grisly  likeness  on  you  wrought. 

What  though  paternal  Law  for  you  provide 
A  home  ?     Hard  and  repellent  are  its  doors. 
'Twould  seem  to  you  a  happier  lot  to  glide 
From  time's  t'  eternity's  less  cruel  shores. 
Where  does  the  Holy  Gospel's  servant  hide, 
Nor  ye  to  life  and  hope  and  health  restores  ? 
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GOLDEN    OPPORTUNITY 

Gold  is  the  symbol  of  immutable  worth, 
And  opportunity  the  crucial  hour 
On  which  celestial  influences  shower 
Their  benediction  and  give  fortune  birth  ; 
But  the  signal  opportunity  gone  by, 
The  prize  is  by  another's  prowess  won. 
In  the  race  for  wealth  in  competition  run. 
And  eternally  away  doth  fortune  fly. 

There  is  an  opportunity  which  comes 

To  him  who  hears  the  Gospel's  joyous  sound. 

Slighted,  neglected,  or  postponed,  it  dooms 

Him  to  soul's  loss  despairingly  profound  ; 

But  he  who  grasps  it,  though  the  grave  entombs, 

ShaU  with  immortal  life  and  bUss  be  crowned. 
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HOME 

Home  is  the  earthly  paradise  restored, 

When  consecrated  to  domestic  love, 

Hard  on  the  confines  of  the  home  above  ; 

Where  one  is  the  divinity  adored, 

The  angel  of  the  house,  next  to  the  Lord. 

Or  for  a  day,  a  month,  a  year  we  ro\-e, 

To  home  we  gladly  fly,  as  restless  dove. 

Though  fortune's  millions  in  the  lap  be  poured. 

When  bright  prosperity's  sun  shines  thereon, 
How  exquisite  and  unalloyed  the  bliss  ! 
When  earthly  hope  and  fortune  frail  are  gone, 
If  love  survive  still  heaven  below  is  this. 
For  love  suffices  for  all  loss  t'  atone. 
And  makes  in  poverty  a  paradise. 
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A    BRICK 


That  homely  cube,  prosaic  and  obtuse, 
Of  dull  clay  fashioned  from  prolific  earth, 
Grows  up  to  fanes  oi  beauty  and  of  worth, 
Palace,  or  cottage.     To  a  humbler  use 
The  latter  dedicated  ;    but  the  poor 
It  shelters  from  cold  winter's  howling  blast. 
And  doth  the  storms  of  centuries  outlast, 
And  the  wolf  howls  vainly  at  the  bolted  door. 

It  forms  the  august  pyramids  sublime, 
Wonder  of  ages.     Babylon  the  great, 
And  Nineveh,  departed  though  from  time  ; 
And  London,   Babylon  of  present  date  ; 
And  Paris.     Their  proud  edifices  chmb 
In  vast  conglomeration  to  heaven's  gate. 
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WHEN    I  ['AM    GONE 

When  I  am  gone.     The  bubble  on  the  stream 

Burst  on  the  rapid,  or  the  crashing  fall, 

Or  on  the  rippling  brooklet  musical, 

Is  my  spent  life  ;  or  like  a  vanished  dream. 

How  real  the  phantasm  in  the  visioned  night. 

Elusive  how  when  its  memory  hath  fled  ! 

So  will  it  be  when  this  ego  is  dead  ; 

Or  like  that  fading  taper's  flickering  light. 

Or  like  the  sunset  when  the  day  is  done, 
Or  like  that  falling  star  shot  from  the  blue : 
So  is  my  life  when  its  brief  course  is  run, 
And  I  am  lost  to  memory  as  to  view. 
But  as  new  day  out  of  the  dark  is  won, 
So  an  eternal  state  shall  this  renew. 
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BIRD    LIFE 

"  Are  not  two  sparrows  sold  tor  one  farthing  ?    And  yet,  I  say  unto 
you,  that  not  one  of  them  is  forgotten  before  God." 

Poor  pensioners  of  God.     In  spring's  sweet  time 

Ye  are  the  happiest  of  mortal  things. 

Accoutred  with  your  heaven-aspiring  wings, 

Ecstatically  to  heaven's  height  ye  climb, 

And  your  songs  from  th'  clouds,  like  angel  harpings,  chime ; 

For  each  its  tiny  lay  in  worship  brings  : 

The  lark's  high  swell  and  the  sparrow's  twitterings  : 

Oh  they  are  happy  all  in  spring's  sweet  prime. 

In  summer,  when  the  fruit  loads  all  the  trees, 

And  the  wheat  is  swaying  in  the  w^arm  west  wind, 

Their  jocund  days  are  all  festivities ; 

But  in  winter,  when  the  fields  with  snow  are  lined. 

How  doubly  pensioners  on  God  are  these. 

When  winds  blow  cold  and  food  is  hard  to  find  ! 
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THE    SEASONS 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  sing  the  glorious  praise 

Of  Him  who  rules  the  seasons  in  their  change, 

Who  'thwart  heaven's  span  defines  earth's  bounded  range, 

By  laws  immutable  the  shining  days 

Of  summer  lengthening  out,   and  autumn's  fall 

Ordaining  by  unchangeable  decrees. 

Where  the  pallor  of  decay  blanches  the  trees, 

While  the  ripened  fruit  glows  on  bush,  tree,  and  wall. 

But  oft  the  summer  reasserts  its  reign. 

And  the  sun  shines  brightly  from  a  cloudless  sky, 

And  flowers  re-embellish  all  the  plain  ; 

But  soon  bleak  winter's  shafts  pernicious  fly, 

Mephitic  trance  binds  all  with  torpor's  chain, 

And  tempests  shriek  and  bellow  from  on  high. 
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ATHANASIUS 

Great  Athanasius,  champion  of  the  faith 
[n  the  infancy  of  the  Church  divine  of  God, 
Thou  sufferedst  from  persecution's  rod, 
Stripes  and  imprisonment,  but  still  the  path 
Of  martyrdom  thou  followed'st,  the  fierce  wrath 
Of  man  defying.     Christ,  the  Master,  shone 
Where  midst  His  enemies  thou  stood' st  alone, 
Preaching  the  resurrection  and  the  truth 
Of  Christ's  divinity  and  manhood  joined. 
This  in  th'  inspired  and  holy  creed  we  find — 
Exponent  that  of  Heaven's  eternal  ruth. 

Blameless  as  Christ's  or  Paul's  thy  life  was  seen, 

Though  centuries  lapse,  thy  memory  is  green, 

And  thy  writings  with  th'  Apostle's  scrolls  we  bind. 
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MORALITY 

Morality  is  purity  of  life, 

After  the  pattern  of  the  Holy  One, 

The  Paraclete  of  God,  th'  Eternal  Son. 

It  is  the  chastity  with  vice  at  strife, 

In  all  its  painted,  protean,  legion  shapes, 

Where  the  glamour  of  seductive  beauty  charms, 

And  syren  Love  allures  with  her  white  arms, 

And  th'  grace  with  which  her  moulded  form  she  drapes. 

So  the  harlot  wife  of  Potiphar  appealed 

To  Joseph  in  morality's  despite  ; 

So  chastity  in  Joseph  stood  rev^ealed 

In  all  its  pure  and  heavenly  lustre  bright  ; 

]\Iorality's  chain-mail  in  armour  steeled 

His  breast  against  her  lures  so  warm  and  white. 
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HEROES 

He  who  in  armed  list  a  Voutraiice  fought 

In  days  of  old  for  honour's  gage  alone, 

In  chivalry  which  in  those  proud  days  shone, 

In  tournament,  and  fray,  and  battle  wrought 

Deeds  which  fame's  coronal  or  chaplet  bought. 

Still  more  heroical  the  bravery  grown 

Up  with  the  centuries  in  lustre  thrown, 

Where  th'  dead  lie  stark,  and  th'  wounded  moan  unsought, 

O'er  all  th'  embattled  plain,  and  still  they  fall, 

Like  corn  beneath  the  sickle  or  the  hail. 

As  great  his  bravery  who  to  the  call 

Of  human  suffering  doth  never  fail, 

To  succour  and  to  save  'mid  death's  appal. 

When  the  Black  Death  stalks  through  the  stricken  vale. 
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THE    ATMOSPHERE 

The  atmosphere — how  wonderful  its  weight. 

Its  pressure  on  the  solid  compact  globe, 

Wrapping  it  round  as  with  a  clinging  robe 

Invisible  to  sight.     Its  power,  like  fate, 

Beheld  in  its  effects,  the  desolate 

INlarks  of  its  wild  career,  its  potent  wrath 

Destroying  in  its  mad  cyclonic  path 

And  laying  desolate  a  mighty  state. 

Proud  ships  upon  the  ocean  cast  away, 

A  Royal  George  sunk  with  humanity  lined. 

The  atmosphere — the  Avind — hath  dreadful  sway, 

But  oft  is  gentle,  balmy,  soft,  and  kind  ; 

Like  beauty's  breath,  as  fragrant  as  the  May, 

So  marches  on  its  fearless  path  the  wind. 
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CARPE    DIEM 

Enjoyment,  happiness,  bliss,  soul's  delight. 
Are  God's  beneficent  gifts  to  fallen  man. 
All  creatures  joy  in  nature's  glorious  plan. 
In  sin's  and  suffering's  and  hell's  despite. 
The  day  is  thine,  the  day  celestial  bright  ; 
To-morrow  is  the  night  of  death  to  all, 
But  let  it  not  thy  joyous  soul  appal  ; 
The  lark  to-day  from  th'  blue  meridian 
Exhorts  from  heaven  to  universal  joy. 
To-morrow  though  he  be  the  falcon's  prey. 
Care's  deluge — let  it  not  thy  peace  destroy. 
On  tumult's  grinding  wheel  be  light  and  gay. 
What  can  soul's  peace  despairing  doubt  alloy 
Where  Heaven's  high  praises  consecrate  the  day  ? 
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THE    HONEY-BEE 

Through  all  the  hours  of  the  long  summer  day 

The  bee  industriously  labours  on, 

From  glowing  dawn  to  vermeil  set  of  sun, 

Nor  counts  the  toil,   nor  murmurs  at  the  pay. 

While  I  o'er  days  of  fruitless  effort  say, 

■'A  day  is  lost."     What!  lost  when  thou  hast  spent 

One  obolus  to  bring  a  soul  content. 

To  Bclisarius  begging  by  the  way  ? 

Or  if  thou  hast  not  sprung  the  lofty  dome. 

Claiming  eternal  kindred  with  the  skies, 

Or  reared  o'er  valour's  grave  the  sculptured  tomb, 

Or  won  of  epic  poesy  the  prize. 

And  though  fame's  temple  spares  for  thee  no  room, 

Not  lost  the  day  one  little  lay  which  tries. 


244 


SUMMER 


THE    RANUNCULUS 

I  PLANTED  on  a  cold  November  day 
Some  silly  husks,  in  much  misgiving  doubt, 
And,  sauntering  oft  my  garden  walks  about, 
I  watched  shoots  peeping  over  the  cold  clay, 
Drinking  the  fervour  of  spring's  tempered  ray, 
In  weedy  ruggedness  of  leafage  shown, 
My  early  small  misgivings  larger  grown, 
While  March  and  April  coldly  passed  away. 
But  May  disclosed,  on  fine  prehensile  stem, 
A  nascent  bud  which  burst  into  a  flower 
Pretty  as  aught  on  Flora's  diadem. 
When  June  asserted  summer's  glorious  power, 
Till  the  rose  in  rivalry  one  might  contemn, 
Festooning  statelily  round  garden  bower. 
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LOST 

That  sixpence  on  the  street  by  urchin  dropped, 

Soul- harrowing  and  painful  to  him  proves  : 

How  o'er  the  arena  of  his  loss  he  moves, 

Searching  each  crannied  niche,  the  salt  tears  mopped 

By  chubby  fist,  dirt-grimed  !  unless  scarce-hoped 

Recovery  reward  his  searching  quest, 

And  joy  returns  to  his  delighted  breast. 

That  manuscript,  the  brain-work  of  long  years, 

By  savant,  poet,  scientist  mislaid, 

Or  careless  burnt  by  an  industrious  maid. 

The  breast  of  sage  with  scorching  sorrow  sears, 

All  unamenable  to  healing  tears  ; 

Or  trust  collapsed  wherein  is  vested  all 

The  treasure  of  a  life,  doth  soul  appal. 
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SUMMER'S    RAPID    FLIGHT 

How  swiftly  evanescent  speed  the  days 

Of  summer,  though  warm,  sunny,  long,  and  fine  ! 

With  what  regret  we  see  the  day  decline  ! 

With  what  regret  we  at  the  shadows  gaze 

Of  evening  and  its  horizontal  rays, 

Prelusive  of  the  night !    The  gloaming  sweet 

Is  welcome  after  midday's  melting  heat, 

And  our  prayerful  soul  the  vesper  call  obeys. 

Spring-time  and  youth,  how  swiftly  they  have  fled  ! 

Summer  and  life's  meridian  are  here. 

They  wane,  and  the  prophetic  words  are  read 

Of  life's  decline  as  th'  winter  of  the  year. 

But  if  the  soul  on  Heaven's  high  hopes  be  fed 

Of  winter  and  of  death  it  hath  no  fear. 
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GLOIRE    DE    DIJON 

Glory  of  all  the  flowers,  thy  ivory  blooms 

En^^Teathe  my  cottage  porch  and  climb  the  wall, 

Of  summer  its  divinest  coronal, 

And  waft  o'er  all  the  garden  sweet  perfumes. 

Thy  subtle  fragrance  permeates  my  rooms, 

Where  I  at  breakfast  sip  the  orient  tea, 

And  eat  the  fruit  from  lands  beyond  the  sea. 

While  the  rose,  on  vase  enthroned,  the  room  illumes. 

The  gorgeous  peony  may  glad  the  sight, 

The  rhododendron  deck  the  garden  grove, 

Beauty  and  fragrance  both  in  thee  invite 

Flora's  divinest  graciousness  to  prove  : 

Thou  dost  the  porch,  the  bower,  the  south  wall  light, 

The  fragrant  metaphor  of  joy  and  love. 
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A    FIELD 

The  square  of  pasture  land  empaled  around 

With  verdurous  fence  of  hawthorn  pranked  with  briar 

Or  doth  with  honeysuckle  it  attire, 

In  summer  with  a  fragrant  garland  crowned. 

Or  where  in  autumn  time  red  hips  are  found, 

Where  in  fair  spring  the  dainty  house  is  seen 

Of  thrush  or  linnet  nestling  in  the  green, 

Whence  their  love-lyrics  tenderly  resound. 

Or  on  the  lowly  bosom  of  the  field 

The  grasses  tall  the  lark's  frail  fortress  shield, 

Or  on  the  bordering  trees  the  blackbird  shy 

Exalts  its  airy  dwelling  to  the  sky. 

To  prowling  boy  felonious  revealed, 

Who  doth  the  tall  ascent  adventurous  trv. 
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REASON    AND    REVELATION 

The  reasoning  faculty  is  God  in  man, 
That  image  in  His  likeness  first  create 
In  birth  of  time  from  Nature's  mystic  date. 
By  that  he  traces  out  Heaven's  wondrous  plan 
How  the  systems  of  the  universe  began, 
Their  wondrous  orbits,   Nature's  complex  law, 
Inspiring  reason  with  unmeasured  awe  : 
So  far  to  know  th'  Eternal  Mind  he  can. 

But  the  mystery  of  sin  and  evil's  sway 
Transcends  his  reason  and  his  finite  view, 
Reason  at  fault  must  wait  the  occult  day, 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  be  created  new. 
Faith  realises  the  more  perfect  way. 
And  knows  th'  myst'ry  of  Redemption  true. 


250 


SUMMER 


MEMORY 

The  faculty  which  the  oblivious  past 

Revivifies,  and  makes  to  Jive  again 

Of  weal  and  woe  the  deftly  twisted  skein 

Of  childhood's  days  with  glamour  overcast, 

With  the  sunshine  of  maternal  fondness  graced, 

Of  adolescent  youth  the  joyous  hours, 

The  silent  growth  of  manhood's  conscious  powers, 

Manhood  which  doth  to  glad  maturity  haste. 

The  dawn  of  love,  heaven's  sweetest  gift  and  best, 

'The  Paradise  of  earth  on  man  bestowed, 

Returns  at  memory's  divine  behest. 

Though  burdened  oft  with  care  the  crushing  load. 

Remembered  loves  on  lost  illusions  feast. 

And  find  some  solace  'neath  misfortune's  goad. 
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SUMMER    IDYL 

Now  summer  from  the  house  of  Virgo  pours 

Her  perpendicular  ray  o'er  field  and  fell, 

And  the  brown  buds  o'er  tree  and  thorn-bush  swell, 

Irradiating  earth  with  countless  flowers, 

The  glorious  product  of  spring's  plenteous  showers, 

Painted  upon  a  background  richly  green. 

The  m^Tiad  works  of  Flora's  hand  are  seen, 

In  constantly  augmenting  beauteous  stores. 

The  woodbine,  twining  with  the  wild  briar -rose, 
The  hawthorn,  fragrance-filled,  of  blossom  white, 
The  eyebright  in  the  hedge-row  bottom  grows. 
The  fields  with  countless  golden  cups  are  dight, 
The  tremulous  air  with  music  overflows. 
And  butterflies  make  brightness  still  more  bright. 
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THE    CRESCENT    MOON    AND    THE    EVENING 
STAR 

Full  many  a  time  the  new  moon's  slender  ray 

I've  witnessed  shining  in  the  radiant  west 

In  her  unfading  loveliness  confessed ; 

But  on  the  eve  of  this  Sabbatic  day 

Its  silvery  beams  as  radiantly  play 

With  as  astonishing  display  of  power 

As  when  they  first  illumined  evening's  hour. 

There  Hesperus  doth  linger  on  her  way, 
Attendant  shining,  but  less  proudly  bright ; 
And  the  chariot  of  Ursa  next  to  view; 
And  the  Pleiades  upon  the  arch  of  night, 
A  dazzling  cluster,  gem-like,  'mid  the  blue, 
Watering  the  earth  nightly  with  balmy  dew — 
The  influence  sweet  of  which  the  prophets  \vrite. 
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ORPHANS 

A  Father  to  the  fatherless  is  He. 
Can  any  weep  and  mourn  their  hapless  state 
When  God  is  over  all,  and  Goodness  Fate  ? 
Whence  are  those  stately  palaces  we  see, 
Homes  of  the  orphan  and  as  ether  free  ? 
Miiller,  Barnardo,  IVIiddlemore,  your  names 
Are  synonyms  for  philanthropic  Fame's, 
God's  holy  instruments  of  charity. 

But  view  that  city  arab,  shoeless  seen 

And  stockingless  upon  the  metalled  ways; 

That  girl  who  might  have  been  fair  beauty's  queen, 

Whom  fate  to  vice's  hideous  use  betrays. 

For  them  pray  guardian  angels  intervene, 

And  an  almighty 'arm  in  rescue  raise. 
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VOLCANIC    ERUPTIONS 

Mysterious    theatre   of   awful   power, 

The  solemn  realm  of  Pluto  or  of  Dis, 

Hades,  the  place  of  woe,  as  heaven  of  bliss, 

What  in  your  dark,  portentous  cloud  doth  lower  ? 

What  in  those  rumblings  loud,  that  lava  shower 

Of  earthquake  and  eruptions,  sulphurous  flame, 

And  lava  from  earth's  central  fire  which  came  ? 

The  Judgment  Day  and  doom's  terrific  hour 

It  seems  in  that  small  theatre's  display 

In  hurricane  of  death — so  Pompeii  feU, 

And  so  La  Soufriere  swept  towns  away 

In   holocaust   which  history  doth  tell, 

Or  picture  the  deep  horror  of  dismay 

When  the  tale  of  victims  loved  and  lost  ones  sv/ell. 
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WOODLAND    FLOWERS 

Flowers  of  the  woodland,  ye  I  celebrate, 

In  glorious  disorder,  pomp  and  pride, 

Starring  the  forest's  decorated  side. 

And  all  its  midnight  glooms  ye  animate 

With  splendours  as  of  constellations  great 

Upon  the  night  of  heaven.     The  primrose  pale, 

Th'  anemone,  termed  "  floweret  of  the  gale," 

And  bluebell  tall  with  beauty's  pride  elate, 

Sweet  thyme  which  beautifies  the  aspiring  dome 

Of  th'  labouring  ant,  the  violet's  fragrant  flower. 

Where  whispering  winds  through  fern-clad  arcades  roam 

Tn  mingled  sweetness  in  spring's  vernal  hour  ; 

In  autumn  Aconite  Nepilli  come. 

Called  Foxgloves,   and  th'   autumnal  woods  endower. 
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HABAKKUK,  Chap.  II.,  Vers.  14,  20 

Prophetic  muse,  awake,  awake  and  raise 
The  banner  of  Salvation  o'er  the  waste, 
Knowledge  of  God  in  His  redemption  haste, 
Not  by  thy  works,  but  to  His  endless  praise, 
The  gift  of  God,  which  like  the  sun's  warm  blaze 
Shines  out  on  all,  and,  like  th'  abounding  waves, 
The  people  of  all  races  mightily  saves, 
And  him  who  hears  His  w^ord  and  it  obey3. 

The  mustard-seed  minute  he  prayerful  sows 

Beside  all  waters :  in  barbaric  lands. 

In  far  Peru  or  Swaziland  it  grows, 

And  binds  all  nations  in  fraternal  bands. 

The  brotherhood  of  Christian  fellowship  owes 

Its  world's  redemption  to  Christ's  high  commands. 
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EQUESTRIENNE    versus    LADY    CYCLIST 

Not  as  of  old  the  fair  equestrienne 

On  bounding  steed  pursues  the  flying  chase, 

Herself  and  her  proud  steed  twin  forms  of  grace. 

They  vanish,  like  the  wind,  from  human  ken. 

How  different   the  vision  now  to  pen ! 

But  still  a  form  of  matchless  grace  she  speeds, 

And  time  annihilates,  while  space  recedes, 

When  she  'gainst  Nature's  forces  deigns  to  race. 

The  dual  wheel  beneath  her  guidance  flies, 
She  graceful  as  the  poplar  of  the  grove. 
And  on  the  dizzy  track  still  foremost  hies, 
As  in  old  time,  of  all  th'  admiring  love. 
Beauty  and  grace  o'er  changeful  fashions  rise. 
Scornful  of  aids,  their  conquering  power  to  prove. 
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ON    A    HARDY    PLANT    NURSERY 

A  WILDERNESS  of  sweets  in  thee  entombed, 
But  what  momentous  possibilities 
Engraved  quiescent  in  that  desert  lies 
Of  beauty  and  fertility  which  bloomed 
Last  year  and  withered,  in  the  fall  consumed  ! 
The  west  wind  bears  upon  its  humid  wings 
The  fertilising  shower,  the  dead  turf  springs 
To  life,  and  Flora's  trains  in  beauty  rise. 
First  the  pervading  green  of  leaf  and  frond, 
Then  the  hardy  calyx  doth  unfold  its  cup, 
The  magic  of  fair  Nature  by  them  owned, 
And  myriad  blooms  to  the  sun's  kiss  look  up. 
The  wintry  desert  is  with  beauty  crowned 
With  many  a  rainbow-hued  and  fragrant  group. 
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THE    ROLLING    YEAR 

The  rolling  year ! — What  beauteous  harmony 
Guides  the  unerring  circuit  of  the  spheres ! 
Their  music  surges  still  to  angels'  ears, 
From  the  dim  a^ons  of  a  million  years 
The  music  from  a  myriad  sacred  fanes, 
To  His  high  praise  who  o'er  the  cosmos  reigns, 
Mingling  with  that  from  sky  and  bush  and  tree. 
And  of  the  sonorous  voices  of  the  sea. 

But  there's  a  discord  oft  in  nature's  psalm : 
The  thunder  and  destruction  of  the  gale. 
Sorrow^  and  suffering  intermit  the  calm 
And  bliss  which  o'er  the  universe  prevail. 
The  rolUng  year  hath  night  as  well  as  day, 
The  sorrow  dark,  the  light  exultant  gay. 
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RAIN  FOLLOWING  A  PERIOD  OF  COLD.  DRY 
WEATHER 

Beautiful  rain,  when  the  west  wind  gently  blows 
And  wafts  soft  fertilising  showers  around 
In  fatness  on  the  verdure -mantled  ground, 
And  Flora  o'er  the  scene  her  witchery  throws, 
Where  on  her  jewelled  footsteps  beauty  grows. 

Her  trailing  garments,  blossom-laden,  sweep 
The  garden,  and  the  nodding  hill-side  steep. 
Where  she  with  wealth  of  golden  hair  is  crowned. 
How  gratefully  the  blossoms  drink  the  rain  ! 
In  unison  how  aU  glad  heart?  rejoice ! 
How  summer's  glamour  doth  exorcise  pain, 
And  sorrow  flies,  charmed  by  her  magic  voice, 
Dead  happiness  awakes  to  life  again, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  tempests'  wild  alloys. 
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PASSING    AWAY.     No.  I 

Passing  away  ! — Where  are  the  empires  gone, 

The  Assyrian,  the  Chaldean,  that  of  Rome  ? 

All  sepulchred  in  history's  sanguine  tome, 

And  where  the  modern  Caesar's  meteor-throne  ? 

Where  the  lost  island  knelled  by  ocean's  moan  ? 

Where  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii  ? 

Whose  atoms  'neath  the  tomb  of  centuries  lie 

Where  Lisbon  once  laid  desolate  and  lone  ? 

Whose  one  despairing  cry  welled  up  to  heaven, 

And  a  dread  holocaust  was  all  remained 

To  tell  where  St.  Pierre's  opulence  had  thriven. 

But  blackest  desolation  now  obtained  ? 

So  cycles,  empires,  cities,  ceons  play 

Their  mystic  part  in  time,  and  pass  away. 
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PASSING    AWAY.     No.  II 

Passing  away  I — What  import  is't  to  me 

That  cities  perish  and  that  empires  fade 

In  the  tragi-comedy  of  the  a^ons,  played 

On  the  theatre  of  time  and  history  ? 

Is  it  not  glorious  as  man  to  be, 

Though  "  crushed  before  the  moth,"  and  from  time  cast, 

A  speck  of  crumbling  dust,  upon  the  vast 

Of  nature's  tragical  immensity  ? 

One  sweet  in  nature's  bitter  cup  is  found, 
A  solace  'mid  its  suffering  and  strife  : 
Life  is  with  love's  transfiguration  crowned. 
The  only  life  is  love,  and  love  is  life. 
Amid  the  floods  of  sorrow  which  abound 
This  solace  is  with  lasting  joyance  rife. 
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HEDGE    BOTTOMS 

How  the  lush  grass,  the  nettle  and  the  dock, 
Choke  up  the  ditch  and  the  hedge  bottoms  fill. 
Where  peeps  between  the  blades  the  purple  gill 
And  th'  hemlock's  arms  with  mullein's  tall  stalk  loci 
Where  nightshade  doth  medic'nal  heyriff  mock, 
And  the  briony  with  woodbine  interweaves 
Amid  the  verdant  hawthorn's  glistening  leaves, 
In  wild  luxuriance  gathered  from  moist  rill. 

What  prodigal  luxuriance  is  seen 

In  all  the  sunny  byways  of  the  land  ! 

The  hawkweed  golden  and  the  ivy  green 

The  loiterer's  eye  with  wooing  glance  command; 

Cowslip  and  primrose  their  pale  blossoms  preen, 

And  bid  him  in  mute  admiration  stand. 
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THE    CAPRICES  OF    NATURE 

How  various  the  moods  in  Nature  seen  ! 
Like  a  coquettish  damsel,  smiles  and  frowns. 
So  simshine  gladdens  all  the  glowing  downs, 
And  pranks  the  radiant  woods  with  living  green, 
But  where  the  laughing  light  of  spring  had  been 
Frowns  darken,  and  the  chill  rain  drops  in  tears, 
And  the  smiling  landscape  dim  apparel  wears. 
And  birds  forget  to  sing  and  plumes  to  preen. 
But,  as  a  maiden's  frowns  enhance  her  smiles, 
As  light  and  shade  accentuate  Nature's  charm. 
Her  every  changing  mood  the  soul  beguiles : 
Cold  winter  dark,   the  summer  light  and  warm. 
'Mid  desert  sands  how  fair  th'  oasis  isles  ! 
How  sweet  the  peace  after  of  war  th'  alarm  I 
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DAY  BY  DAY 

Day  after  day  miraculous  sunlight  smiles 
And  floods  with  gladness  all  the  conscious  air, 
Each  following  morning  more  surpassing  fair. 
While  more  aggressive  day  the  more  beguiles 
The  night  of  its  domain,  its  starry  isles. 
Its  continents  of  deep  imperial  blue, 
Day  scarcely  sundered  from  past  day  to  view, 
Widening  th'  arena  of  man's  daily  toils. 

Somnus  in  Lotus  Land  no  longer  sleeps : 
The  birds  awake  him  to  excessive  day  ; 
And  indolence  upon  his  castle  keeps 
No  longer  watch  to  fritter  the  hours  gay; 
And  labour  o'er  th'  unguarded  landscape  leaps 
In  wakefulness  his  destined  part  to  play. 
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MILESTONES 

The  long,  long  journey  when  the  traveller  fares 
In  early  morning,  buoyant  as  the  day, 
How  jubilant  appears  the  long-drawn  way ! 
But  in  the  close,  when  day  to  sunset  wears, 
Footsore  and  weary,  life  seems  full  of  cares. 
And  the  shadows  lengthen,   darkness  creeping  on 
Before  the  inn,  his  bower  of  rest,  is  won ; 
Shorn  of  its  beauty  seems  Sol's  mellow  ray. 

Milestones  of  life — the  days,  the  months,  the  years- 

In  youth  how  long  and  gloriously  bright ! 

But  when  the  trav'ller  to  life's  limit  nears, 

And  the  shadows  darken  round  him  of  the  night. 

Tired  of  the  way,  death's  welcome  bourne  appears. 

When  fades  life's  day,  dawns  heaven's  eternal  light. 
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THE    OLD    FAMILIAR    TRACK 

The  old  familiar  track — long  years  have  flcsvu 

Since  first  I  trod  its  unambitious  way. 

I  first  remember  it  in  boyhood  gay, 

When  o'er  it  was  a  fairy  glamour  thrown, 

And  the  sunny  fields  with  rich-hued  flowers  were  strown 

In  manhood's  prime,  when  love  her  radiance  shed. 

And  bright  perspective  o'er  life's  landscape  spread. 

Now,  when  my  head  the  snows  of  winter  crown, 

Still  pristine  beauty  decks  the  flowery  mead, 

Still  fragrant  hawthorn  on  the  hedges  blooms, 

Blue  hyacinth  and  golden  king-cup  spread 

Their  glories  and  distil  their  sweet  perfumes. 

In  earth's  imperishable  charm  is  read 

Foretaste  of  higher  joys  to  soul  which  comes. 
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A    GOOD    FOUNDATION 

A  GOOD  foundation.     Make  thy  footings  deep 
And  rear  colossal  structures  to  the  skies. 
Palace  and  lordly  castle  stately  rise, 
Like  the  everlasting  cloud-capped  mountain  steep, 
Or  cottages  in  nests  of  flowers  which  sleep. 
A  turn  of  fortune's  wheel,  thy  castle  falls, 
Crumble  to  dust  thy  lordly  palace  walls, 
And  thou,  forgotten  by  the  world,  dost  weep. 

Or  when  thy  soul's  ambition  has  been  won, 
And  fortune  crowns  thy  efforts  with  success. 
The  fiat  peals,  thy  hoiur-glass  sands  are  rim, 
And  dying,  thou  than  living  hound  art  less. 
This  may  be  thy  last  day  to  view  the  sun : 
On  what  foundation  rests  thy  happiness  ? 
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WARWICKSHIRE    LANES 

Dear  lanes  of^Warwickshire,  umbrageous  trees 

Enrobe  your  sinuosities  with  green, 

Where  but  a  tiny  arc  at  once  is  seen ; 

But  what  a  wealth  of  beauty  there  one  sees, 

Their  glorious  honours  waving  in  the  breeze ! 

The  oak,  the  monarch  of  all  trees  which  grow; 

The  sycamore,  in  proud  and  stately  row ; 

With  bloom  prehensile,  vintage  to  the  bees, 

The  lime,  whose  bannered  pomp  reflects  the  light ; 

The  poplar,  towering  to  the  ambient  sky; 

The  chestnut,  with  its  cone-shaped  blossoms  white; 

The  cedar,  in  its  proud  solemnity ; 

The  lady  birch,  with  foliage  dainty  bright ; 

The  aspen,  fluttering  unceasingly. 
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O'CONNOR'S    CHILD 

Sweet  Innisfail,  and  Tara's  princely  halls, 
Dark  was  the  morn  when  Connought  Moran  woke, 
And  through  the  forest  glades  his  journey  took; 
When  to  his  marriage  tryst  the  clarion  calls 
From  far-off  Castle  Connor's  towering  walls, 
And  every  kerne  from  a  hundred  shielings  came. 
Proud  of  their  lord  and  Connought  Moran's  fame ; 
But  on  the  little  force  De  Borgho  falls. 

O'Connor's  child  was  robed  in  bridal  white, 
The  chaplain  stood  with  open  book  unread, 
When  the  fugitives  bore  from  the  fatal  fight 
Moran,  th'  expected  bridegroom,  cold  and  dead. 
From  Connor's  child  went  out  fair  reason's  light 
And  to  the  night,  a  maniac,  she  fled. 
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PARADISE    LOST 

When  man  dread  forfeiture  of  Eden  made 

By  disobedience  to  divine  command, 

And  banished  on  the  sterile  waste  did  stand, 

His  miseries  were  graciously  allayed 

By  companionship  on  the  thorny  desert  shade 

Of  Eve,  and  love,  and  hope  in  the  divine 

Redemption,  which  one  day  should  on  them  shine, 

However  long  to  destined  hour  delayed. 

Alas !  full  often  Eden's  forfeiture 

By  Adam's  sons  and  daughters  is  incurred, 

When  on  both  Paradise  and  love  the  door 

Is  closed  and  fate's  eternal  doom  is  heard. 

And  the  beacon-light  of  hope  is  seen  no  more, 

And  the  heart  to  joy's  glad  song  no  more  is  stirred. 
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PARADISE    REGAINED 

As  by  one  man  came  sin  and  woe  and  death, 

And  what  hereafter  comes  of  dread  import, 

So  by  one  man  was  great  deliverance  brought, 

A  Paradise  eternal  in  bequeath. 

Victory  o'er  death,  the  grave,  and  powers  beneath, 

So,  reverently  the  lesser  to  compare 

With  greater,  and  bold  flights  of  fancy  dare, 

Children  of  time  whose  life  is  but  a  breath, 

Exiled  from  Paradise  of  joy  and  love. 

Are  plunged  in  gulf  of  sorrow  and  despair ; 

But  on  the  deluge  of  despair  the  dove 

Oft  comes  and  doth  the  olive  symbol  bear, 

And  earth  is  as  the  Paradise  above. 

Or  doth  with  fair  Edenic  groves  compare. 
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PELEUS    AND    THETIS 

Peleus,  favoured  of  the  gods,  and  thou, 
Thetis,  the  child  of  an  immortal  race. 
Typify  heroism  and  that  sweet  grace 
Of  feminine  to  which  men  votive  bow, 
And  doth  the  human  with  divine  endow 
With  godlike  powers  and  human  frailties  mixed 
Th'  aspiring  soul  on  things  eternal  fixed, 
Th'  human  which  hath  joyance  in  the  now. 

To  what  high  peaks  of  the  divine  man  chmbs ! 
To  what  low  deeps  of  vice  he  doth  descend  ! 
His  heaven-born  soul  intones  celestial  chimes. 
Which  in  strange  wise  with  sensualism  blend. 
To  what  heroic  deeds,  to  what  foul  crimes 
The  earthlv  and  divine  in  man  contend  ! 
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RIGHT    AND    WRONG 

The  Righteous  One  hath  built  His  universe 

On  the  unerring  lines  of  right  divine  : 

By  right  the  sun  and  stars  concentric  shine  ; 

Only  on  man  by  wrong  alights  a  curse. 

By  that  o'ercome  than  beasts  degraded  worse, 

With  deep  degeneracy  stamped  and  born, 

And  of  his  crown  of  pristine  rightness  shorn. 

Yet  still,  though  fall'n,  for  righteousness  men  pine. 

God's  image  on  his  soul  is  uneffaced. 
All  decalogues  assert  th'  eft'aceless  mark, 
Hovve'er  by  wrong  and  th'  Evil  One  erased, 
The  light  of  holy  truth  transcends  the  dark, 
The  light  of  rectitude,  by  conscience  traced, 
Enkindles  in  the  soul  truth's  deathless  spark. 


275 


FLASHES    FROM    THE    ORIENT 


MATHEMATICS    AND    METAPHYSICS 

Obscure  and  mystic  science  of  the  mind. 
As  of  the  starry  universe  profound, 
Whose  depths  of  mystery  no  one  can  sound, 
With  worlds  on  complex  worlds  infinite  lined  ; 
In  ^nite  narrow  bounds  is  man  confined, 
But  yet  to  name  the  stars  and  weigh  the  sun, 
And  trace  the  orbits  which  the  planets  run, 
Are  problems  to  his  finite  powers  assigned. 

Science  of  mathematics  is  thus  named, 
The  physical  universe  to  know  and  read. 
Of  metaphysics  more  profound  is  claimed : 
Mentality  on  which  the  mind  doth  feed, 
Whate'er  of  spirit-lore  on  earth  is  famed, 
Whate'er  to  knowledge  of  man's  self  doth  lead. 
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A    BARRISTER 

The  glorious  majesty  of  law,   the  power 

God  delegated  to  the  magistrate, 

The  ermined  judge  enshrined  in  legal  state, 

The  twelve  just  men  and  true,  in  judgment  our 

Palladium,  of  equal  right  and  dower. 

The  advocate,  in  solemn  robe  and  air, 

Appeals  to  justice  eloquently  there. 

And  marshals  facts  in  that  portentous  hour. 

For  th'  outraged  fair  in  moving  words  appeals, 
While  weeping  beauty  fascinates  the  gaze, 
By  which  in  callous  breasts  soft  pity  steals, 
And  doth  with  generous  heat  her  wrongs  appraise. 
Allots  that  sovereign  balm  which  all  wounds  heals, 
And  from  despair  to  bliss  her  spirits  raise. 
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THE  CABBAGE 

{Bvassica  olevacea) 

Hail  !    succulent  vegetable,  native  born 

On  Britain's  isle,  coeval  with  the  oak, 

Medicinal  food,  thy  virtues  I  invoke. 

In  vast  circumference  or  in  clusters  worn 

On  slender  stalk,  thence  by  the  housewife  torn, 

To  flank  the  savoury  joint,  England's  roast  beef, 

Or  ven'son  carved  from  haunch  of  th'  forest's  chief, 

On  tables  which  white  napery  adorn. 

Or  if  from  tables  of  the  rich  we  move, 

To  th'  unambitious  husbandman's  abode, 

We  see  the  vegetable  that  we  love 

On  bare  deal  table  plenteous  bestowed. 

With  bacon,  which  a  sweet  repast  doth  prove. 

To  cheer  the  heart  of  delver  of  the  sod. 
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DEPENDENXE 

Duty,  dependence,  sympathy,  and  aid. 

Are  links  whose  chain  encircles  all  the  earth. 

How  total  the  dependence  in  our  birth 

On  parents,  and  th'  spontaneous  duty  paid 

By  parents  to  their  offspring,  and  displayed 

In  shining  lustre  'mid  ingratitude 

And  filial  disobedience  long  pursued. 

Till  harrowed,  suffering  life  and  being  fade  I 

How  beautiful  th'  dependence  of  a  wife 
On  loving  husband !  how  a  helpmate's  love 
Inspires  him  in  life's  battle,  toil,  and  strife  I 
How  the  dependence  in  old  age  doth  prove 
Filial  and  wifely  tenderness,  so  rife 
With  opportunities  all  pangs  above ! 
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MALACHI,  Chap.   III.,  Ver.  6 

God  is  th'   Immutable  and  Holy  One. 

The  heavens  in  all  their  jewelled  hosts  proclaim 

Th'  immutability  of  His  great  name  : 

The  moon,  the  planets,  and  the  glorious  sun 

In  regularity  their  orbits  run ; 

The  earth,  suspended  in  the  ether  blue, 

Its  seasons'  lapse  doth  constantly  renew, 

As  in  th'  eternal  epicycles  gone. 

Perfection  writ  on  all,  with  mystery 

Of  goodness  and  compassion  absolute  ; 

Christ  died  and  blotted  out  iniquity, 

And  vanquished  evil,  branch  and  virulent  root. 

Therefore,  O  sinner,  pardon  comes  to  thee, 

And  thine  accusers  at  His  bar  are  mute. 
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LIBERTY.    EQUALITY,    FRATERNITY 

Liberty,  Equality,   Fraternity, 
Like  those  celestial  graces  Faith,  Hope,  Love, 
Are  virtues  which  exalt  the  man  above 
The  tyranny  of  wealth  and  rank  to  be, 
As  th'  blessed  air  of  heaven  to  all  men  free  ; 
But  th'   freedom  from  proud  oligarchies  torn 
And  out  of  blood  and  strife  of  battle  born 
Becomes  of  license  the  degeneracy. 

In  'eighty-nine  the  shackles,  rent  away, 

Became  the  weapons  of  reprisals  foul, 

And  terror's  reign  eclipsed  bright  freedom's  ray, 

And  anarchy  on  feast  of  blood  made  howl. 

More  glorious  the  constitutional  sway 

In  Britain's  land,  in  freedom's  blest  control. 
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A    THUNDERSTORM    IN    SUMMER 

Though  Phoebus  in  the  house  of  Cancer  dwells, 

And  warm  solstitial  radiance  pours  down, 

Anon  old  Sol  puts  on  a  sullen  frown, 

And  a  north-west  wind  with  borean  loudness  swells. 

And  the  dread  thunder  through  the  concave  peals. 

The  reservoirs  of  heaven  are  burst,  and  pour 

Down  cataracts  of  rain  'mid  thunder's  roar. 

And  smite  the  flowers  and  inundate  the  dells. 

The  glowing  gardens  are  with  wreck  forlorn, 

And  calceolarias  bend  their  weeping  heads; 

The  red  geraniums  are  rent  and  torn 

In  wide-spread  ruin  o'er  the  garden  beds ; 

And  on  the  floods  the  floating  hay  is  borne 

Awav  on  swollen  rivers  from  the  meads. 
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ELDERBERRY    BLOOM 

The  elderberry  blossom  'mid  the  hay, 

On  a  summer  mojrning's  early  light  revealed, 

Frames  with  its  snow-white  gUstening  bloom  the  field. 

And  glorified  effulgence  doth  display, 

Where  the  village  maids  of  arduous  toil  make  play. 

Wake,  rural  muse,  and  the  glad  voice  inspire 

To  song  attuned  to  Bacchanalian  lyre  ; 

Of  England's  vintage  what  its  pleasures  say. 

The  purple  clusters,  though  not  of  the  vine. 
On  Andalusian  hills  so  gushing  sweet, 
Our  hedgerows  with  a  clustering  vintage  line 
And  hearts  with  sober  exultation  beat. 
Recalling  childhood — those  dear  days  of  thine, 
When  the  elder  wine  made  festive  joy  complete. 
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PSALM  LXVIII.,  Ver.    i8 

ON    THE     ARRIVAL    OF    LORD     KITCHENER     FROM     SOUTH 
AFRICA    ON    JULY   I2TH,    I902 

The  conquering  hero  comes  from  lands  afar, 

Our  Scipio  of  Africanus  fame. 

Proclaim  the  glorious  triumph  of  his  name. 

His  captives  are  not  harnessed  to  his  car 

As  weeping  trophies  of  victorious  war. 

So  on  his  enemies  great  gifts  he  showers  ; 

To  mercy  he  devotes  his  godlike  powers, 

And  their  redemption  makes  his  special  care. 

He  linked  a  living  chain  'thwart  Afric's  land, 
As  in  stout  bands  of  iron  pitiless 
His  power  encircled  veldt  and  boundless  rand. 
And  in  their  meshes  he  the  foe  did  press  ; 
And  now  in  overthrow  they  joy  to  stand 
And  learn  in  gratitude  defeat  to  bless. 
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SUMMER    IDYL 

I  SAW  a  beauteous  field  of  tedded  hay, 
Morn  after  morn  inhaled  its  sweet  perfume, 
And  saw  the  village  maidens  go  and  come. 
Turning  it  over.     Still  it  odorous  lay, 
Ripening  and  ripening,  till,  one  sunny  day, 
I  passed  that  field,  and  it  was  lone  and  bare  : 
Nor  hay  nor  pretty  rustic  maids  were  there. 
Nor  swains  engaged  in  work  or  amorous  play. 

I  could  not  see  where  it  had  found  its  rest — 

A  wealth  of  winter  provender  so  sweet ; 

But  in  imagination  saw  with  zest 

The  well-groomed  steed  the  savoury  viand  eat. 

Then  docilely  the  padded  collar  breast, 

And  ring  the  pave  with  jocund  iron-shod  feet. 
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A    BOBBIN 

A    BOBBIN    FACTORY     IS     SITUATE     ON     THE     BANKS     OF 
THE    ROTHA    BELOW    STOCKGHYL    FORCE 

One  sultry  summer  morning  I  strolled  forth, 

Pensive  with  thouglit  c)f  summer's  rapid  flight 

Into  the  winter's  swiftly  coming  night, 

My  drooping  eyes  bent  on  the  dusty  earth, 

Pondering  the  things  of  life,  their  bane  and  worth, 

When  I  beheld,  reposing  at  my  feet, 

A  bobbin,  which  made  pulse  and  heart  to  beat ; 

And  thoughts  of  beauty's  fingers  stole  to  birth  : 

The  needle's  flash  through  selvedge  in  and  out, 

Of  snowy  raiment  white  as  innocence, 

Of  shining  eyes,  of  lips'  red  cherry  pout, 

Which  dimpling  smiles  or  mocking  frowns  dispense  ; 

Of  the  Rotha,  Ambleside,  and  Stockghyl  Force, 

And  its  reverberations  torn  and  hoarse. 


286 


SUMMER 


A    LESSON 

Memory  avails  me  to  recall  the  days 

Of  early  childhood  and  the  lessons  then 

Conned  o'er  with  pain,  written  with  spattering  pen, 

But  which  received  dear  Alma  Mater's  praise, 

My  infant  aspirations  high  to  raise. 

The  school  where  Latin,  (ireek,  and  Euclid  made 

Tasks  whose  stern  call  I  wearily  obeyed, 

Dull  memory's  fantastic  tricks  which  plays. 

I  wonder  now  how  I  surmounted  all, 
And  won  at  length  the  coveted  degree ; 
But  since  in  life  tasks  graver  on  me  fall, 
I'm  tempted  oft  their  tyranny  to  flee. 
The  patriot  summons,  battle's  perilous  call. 
Love,  life,  and  joy,  imperilled  so  to  me. 
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THE    SABBATH 

Hail,  Sabbath  day,   of  days  the  brightest,  best, 
Sweet  interlude  in  labour's  arduous  round, 
With  praise  and  holy  sacrifices  crowned  ; 
Worshipful  day,  or  day  of  tranquil  rest. 
It  may  to  all  with  equal  joy  be  blest  ; 
Brighter  the  sunshine,  sweeter  is  the  air ; 
More  fervent  and  devotional  the  prayer ; 
With  penitence  more  deep  are  sins  confest. 

Or  I  may  to  the  mountain  heights  repair. 

As  the  great  Master  wont  at  early  morn, 

In  God  find  peace  and  sweet  communion  there, 

And  find  a  balm  to  spirit,  labour  worn. 

Or  by  my  own  fireside  in  old  armchair. 

Find  anodyne,  of  every  heartache  shorn. 
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JINGOISM 

THE    SHIPS  ;     THE    MEN  ;     THE    MONEY 

Favoured  of  God — the  Gentile  lordly  race 

Of  England,  pink  of  valour,  throne  of  power, 

The  paramount  proud  genius  of  the  hour, 

Which  has  inherited  the  forfeit  grace 

Of  Israel,  aspired  earth's  loftiest  place. 

Predominance  their  high  imperial  boast, 

The  lordship  of  the  seas  from  coast  to  coast, 

The  arbiters  of  peace  or  war's  menace — 

Her  subjects  multiply  in  every  land. 

At  dear  old  country's  call  range  land  and  sea, 

In  deadly  breach  for  death  or  glory  stand, 

And  gladly  die  for  Britain's  sovereignty. 

Their  gold  they  willing  place  at  her  command, 

Though  bound  by  Dracon  laws,  they  are  the  free. 
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SILENCE 

There  is  a  silence  in  the  summer  air, 

When  all  the  birds  have  hushed  their  clamorous  songs, 

Save  that  the  murmur  of  the  bee  prolongs, 

The  only  note  to  break  the  silence  there. 

Sweet  is  the  silence  of  the  starry  night. 
When  the  loud  hum  of  labour  is  at  rest. 
When  Cynthia  diffuses  her  pale  light, 
On  earth's  and  silent  nature's  slumbering  breast. 

An  agony  of  silence  in  the  court, 

When  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  of  justice  waits 

The  verdict  of  the  jiury — all  too  short 

The  pause  which  preludes  law's  award  and  fate's; 

There  is  th'  eternal  silence  of  La  Mort, 

In  the  tomb's  sombre  everlasting  gates. 
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BIMORTALITY 

There  is  th'  immortality  the  gods  partake 

In  the  serene  abodes  of  highest  bliss, 

Ih'  immortality  in  the  realms  of  Dis. 

Through  death  to  either  state  all  men  awake, 

A  heaven  of  joy  or  to  the  burning  lake; 

But  there's  immortal  life  on  earthly  ground : 

The  earth  itself  moves  in  eternal  round, 

And  Nature  doth  in  spring  death's  shackles  break. 

But  there's  unending  life  which  men  enjoy, 
Transmitted  in  imperishable  line. 
The  father  lives  again  in  the  loved  boy; 
Himself  he  sees  in  nobler  presence  shine. 
And  the  heritage  which  death  cannot  destroy,. 
He  gladly  quits,  and  ceases  to  repine. 
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RAINY    WEATHER 

September 

The  limes  are  festooned  with  a  cloud  of  bloom. 
Summer  is  here,  but  clouds  obscure  the  sky ; 
The  melancholy  winds  prevailing  sigh, 
And  the  lessening  days  enveloped  are  with  gloom 
Which  the  fitful  sun  with  light  doth  scarce  illume ; 
The  fragrance  of  the  limes  is  wafted  round, 
Exuberant,  but  no  hum  of  bees  doth  sound, 
Nor  golden  butterflies  their  sweets  consume. 

Leo,  from  starlit  blazing  fields  of  heaven 
Looks  down  on  cloud- shent  earth  with  sullen  frown, 
Nor  from  the  throne  of  Night  the  veil  is  riven 
Whence  the  moon  was  wont  to  look  benignly  down 
Now  cloud-wrack  day  and  night  are  furious  driven 
In  black  battalions  on  heaven's  lowering  crown. 
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HARVEST 

September 

September  with  the  golden  harvest  comes, 

And  the  rolling  fields  of  England  laugh  with  wheat, 

That  the  hungry  multitudes  of  men  may  eat, 

Though  oft  the  skies  are  black  and  tempest  looms, 

And  often  trembling  fear  glad  hope  consmnes  : 

Harvests  elapsed  have  weltered  in  the  rain. 

And  the  sodden  sheaves  have  sprouted  on  the  plain ; 

But  God  above  gave  with  the  bitter  sweet. 

Deliv'rance  came  in  our  forlornest  need, 
So  now  let  faith  and  hope  inspire  our  prayer. 
He'll  give  the  harvest  who  bestov/ed  the  seed, 
For  are  we  not  in  His  almighty  care  ? 
Goodness  His  darUng  attribute  the  screed 
Of  Holv  Writ,  His  oracles,  declare. 
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APPROACH    OF    AUTUMN 
September  12 

The  Summer  wanes,  the  leaves  begin  to  fade, 

The  oak,  last  to  put  forth,  first  to  decline, 

Is  sicklied  o'er ;  Virginia  creepers  shine 

Upon  the  mansion's  and  the  cot's  fagade ; 

The  rowan  is  with  berries  red  arrayed ; 

The  morning's  hush  with  that  sweet  song  of  thine, 

Robin,  is  musical.     Once  more  the  vine 

Its  purple  clusters  hangs.     The  forest  glade 

Is  strewn  with  acorns,  beech,  and  hazel  nuts. 

The  swallows  migrate  to  a  warmer  shore. 

The  wind  with  keener  edge  face  tingling  cuts. 

And  doth  with  forecast  of  shrill  winter  roar. 

The  whole  day  long  dulness  the  day's  eye  shuts 

And  drenching  rains  o'er  hill  and  valley  pour. 


294 


SUMMER 

HARVEST    HOME 

September 

It  is  the  festal  time  of  all  the  earth. 
Thousands  of  birds  luxuriate  in  the  corn, 
Which  in  inviting  sheaves  the  fields  adorn, 
To  glad  all  eyes  and  fill  all  hearts  with  mirth, 
And  thankful  praise  in  every  heart  hath  birth. 

With  purple  plum,  with  apple  red,  and  pear, 
Laden  are  all  the  orchards  everywhere, 
And  who  rejoice  not  are  of  good  forlorn. 

Are  any  sad  ?     Let  them  rejoice  and  sing. 
Are  any  merry  ?     Let  them  praise  and  pray. 
To  harvest  home  let  aU  their  tribute  bring, 
Acceptable  to  God,  this  holy  day. 
And  let  the  radiant  skies  with  anthems  ring, 
And  every  soul  exult  in  lilting  lay. 


295 


PRINTED  AND    BOUND    BY 

HAZELI.,  \VAT30N    AND    VINEY,    LD., 

LONDON  AND  AYLESBURY. 


This  book  is  DUE  on  the  hit 
date  stamped  below. 


Wr  UC  SOUTHERN  f't 

if 

"b    000  009  337     7 


PR 
6015 

H3yf 

V.2 


